THE 


Warbling MUSES, 
TREASURE 
S YRIC POETRY: 


1 CONTAINING 


even Hundred and Thirty-one SON GS, on all 
Forts of Subjects, and in every Meaſure of 
XZ Verſe; a great Many of them from Many- 
K ſcripts, and ſcarce any found in the Collections. 
(Ompiled for the Uſe of Muſical Compoſers ; as like- 


wife for the Entertainment of Youth in our polite 
Schools. 
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By BENJAMIN WAKEFIELD, Eſq; 
Being the firſt Attempt of this Kind. 


Nonsz NE made vocal, charms the vulgar Mind, 
bil Judges ſcorn th* Abuſe of tuneful Wind ; 
But Sz xs, enliven'd by the 816 TER-AnRT, 
Inchants the fhilful Head, and gen'rous Hears. 
From a MY, 


— 


LONDON. 


nted for G. WoopraLL at the King's- Arms, near 
Craig's Court, Charing-Croſi, 


"MDCCXLIX. 
(Price bound Three Skillings.) 
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TO HER 


ROYAL HIGHNESS 


THE 
PRINCESS 
PR A N G E. 


MADAM, 


TAKE the Liberty to lay the fol- 
lowing Collection at your Ro v AL 
H1cantss's Feet, as *tis intended 
for the Service of Mufic, which 
receives an additional Luſtre, from 
the great Skill you have attain'd in it. 


But Muſic is not the only Science your 
ROYAL. HicnNness has honoured, by the 
ZW moſt happy Application; Poetry and Paint- 
ing ſharing no leſs Glory from the like auſpi- 

c:ous Circumſtance. 


| A 2 All 


(iv) 


f 
4 


All Princes who have duly reflected on 3 


the Dignity of the polite Arts, have been 


ambitious to acquire them, from a Perſuaſion i 


that they form the brighteſt Ornament of 
the Mind ; and that the excelling in them 
is frequently conſidered as equally glorious 
with their Titles, 


May you, Mapa u, long continue, in 


Conjunction with your illuſtrious Conſort, to 


be the Darling of a People, who have latelß 


done Juſtice to his exalted Virtues, and thoſe 
of your Rovatr Hicnness; and may you 
give birth to Princes, who, with their Poſte- 


rity, may add many Heroes to the immortal i 


Houſe of NASS$S AU, 


I am, with the moſt profound Veneration, 
MADAM, RA 
Your ROYAL Biciness's 
moſt humble, 
moſt ebeaient, 


and moſt devoted ſervant, 


Benjamin Wakefield 
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FPREFATORY THOUGHTS 


1 CONCERNING 


BNP AVING frequently heard the Muſi- 
cal Compoſers complain, of their 

& Want of ſome poetical ColleQion, 
whence they might ſelect Songs, pro- 
per for them to exerciſe their Talent 
upon ; and that this forced them ſome- 


2 times to addreſs Perſons not well fkilled in Poeſy ; or 


elſe obliged them to purchaſe a large Number of out 
Poets, in order to extract from their Works, Verſes 
which might ſuit them: I thence imagined, that it 
would be doing thoſe Compoſers a conſiderable Piece 


of Service, to compile a Book in which they might 


kind all this ready done to their Hand. 
A2 | | 4 


(vi) 


A little Reflection would ſuggeſt to them, that their 4 


ſetting to Muſic dull, incoherent Lines, muſt give all Az 
Perſons of Senſe a very mean Opinion of their Under. A 
Not to mention, that the Ideas and Ex- 


ſtandings : 
preſſions of ſuch paltry, jingling Lines, muſt be far 
from inſpiring the Imagination of the mufical Com- 
poſer, who, when a Man of Judgment, Genius and 
Taſte, finds his Fancy warm'd by the Verſes of a good 
Poet; Theſe being as the Outlines of a PiQure, to 


| which the able Muſician gives the moſt delightful Co- 


louring ; at leaſt (to carry on the Figure) can heighten 
the Picture ſurprizingly. The ſetting excellent Muſic 
to mean Words, is like beſtowing a rich Embroidery, 
or Lace, upon a Linſey-Woolſey ; an Obſervation 
which will affe& the Compoſitions even of the greateſt 


Maſters of Sounds; Theſe having ſometimes thrown 
away the moſt exquiſite, harmonious Notes on mere 


poetical Rubbiſh, 


The preſent Collection was drawn out of a very 
large Study of Books, or rather Library, which bo- 
longing to myſelf, I conſidered it as a ſpacious Eder, 
whence I might tranſplant, into a little Parterre of my 
own, whatſoever Flowers I thought fit. My Toil, in 
this Progreſs, was often far from being inconſidera- 
ble; I carefully turning over a great many hundred 
Volumes, thence to make ſuch Extracts as appeared 
to me moſt proper. On this Occaſion, - I ſelected a * 4 
Multitude of Pieces from our moſt celebrated Poets, + © 
from Shakeſpear down to Pope. The Words of our 
famous modern Poets were ſacred to me ; for which 


Reaſon I did not preſume to alter a fingle Letter in 
them; 


(vi) 


hem, except now and then a proper Name; but I was 
Gar leſs ſcrupulous, with regard to the Compoſitions of 
uch Poets of Eminence, part of whoſe Diction is 
grown obſolete ; I frequently modernizing many of. 
Their Expreſſions, and harmonizing their Verſe; a Free - 
45 "Y dom alſo took with the Lines of Poets of leſs Repu- 
ation, I often making conſiderable Alterations in them. 


XZ The Variety in this Collection is ſo great, that every 
"Temper, every State of Life, every Age, every 
Taſte, (where Poetry is belov'd) cannot but meet with 
Something which may ſuit it; ſo that the Muſical- 
Compoſer has here an unbounded Wilderneſs of Sweets | 
* o range in. A poetical Admirer may find the ſame | 
"Delight, in the enſuing variegated Compilation, as 2 | 
over of Painting would in a wide Salon, filled with 
#| : Pictures of numberleſs Maſters. On this Occaſion the | 
pigheſt Pleaſure ſhall ariſe out of Diſorder; it being 
ſometimes a greater Charm, to many ſuch Perſons, to 
ZFove from a Raphael to a Claude Lorrain, a Vandyke, a 
3 7 Fabvator Roſa, a Rubeni, a Pouſſin, a Luca Jordans, 
1 Ryſdale, a Domenichino, a Watteas, and ſo on thro' a 
Fountleſs Profuſion of Pictures, than if they had been 
Nong up according to the Order of the Subjects, or of 
Ihe Maſters. Abſtracted from the Diverſity of the 
8 Pubjects, (of which Love is the moſt predominant) 1 
Iso took care to introduce every Meaſure of Verſifi- 
4 ation, in our Language; this often aiding the Fancy | 
: 1 pf the Muſical-Compoſer. Let me obſerve, by the | 
Way, that ſome of our Poets have erred greatly in . 
4 his Particular, by their not adapting the Meaſure | 
df che Verſe, to the Theme of it; as for Inſtance, " 
a 3 their 
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their working up a grave or melancholy Subject, in 
rapid Numbers, and vice verſa.— It may be objected, 
that certain Pieces in the enſuing Sheets are far from 
being ſtrictly Lyrical: This I readily acknowledge, 
a ſew of them being inſerted, by me, merely on account 
of ſome Wit, Humour, or beautiful Morality in the - 
Thought; I imagining that theſe muſt neceſſarily be 
agreeable to molt poetical Readers, 


This Compilation was ſometimes an eaſy Taſk ; but, 
at others, a very troubleſome one, as has been 
hinted ; I frequently turning over many whole Miſ- 
cellanies, poetical Pamphlets, or Romances, without 
finding a ſingle Subject fit for Muſic, On theſe Occa- 
fions, my Ramblings were ſo vague, and I pry'd into 
ſach remote Corners, that I defy the moſt ſæilful Dæ- 
dalus to find out all my Haunts. Diogenes could not have 
been more puzzled, in his Search after an honeſt Man, 
than ſach a Perſon wou'd ſometimes be, in enquiring 
after my Sources. One Favour I muſt beg of the 
Reader, which is, that he would not form an Idea of 
my Judgment and Taſte, from all the Pieces introduced 


in theſe Pages; I being ſenfible, that they are far from 2 


boaſting an equal Merit. Here is Gold, Silver and 
Copper; but then they are all, (I hope) pretty good in 


their reſpective Kinds. Unhappily for the exquiſite 


Judges of Lyric Poetry, our Language is not over- 
ſtocked with Maſter - Pieces of that Sort. Tis enough 
3f I have ſelected the fineſt of them, and added the 
reſt to make up a proper Number. No Man in his 
Senſes imagines (whatever Flattery may inſinuate) that 
he ſhall ſee the Ball. Room crouded with Yenus's, on the 
Evening of a Birth-Day ; and not above two capital 
Singers are expected in an Oper a, an Oratorio, or other 


mulical Drama, 
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Porrow'd ſo largely, as can give any Proprietor juſt 


(ix) 


In my Extras from our printed Poets, I have not 


oom for Complaint : On the contrary, the Frag- 


1 q ents ſelected by me, may induce many Readers to 


4 
N 


1 


I e quire after, and purchaſe the entire Works of thoſe 


F\ riters. Farther, I doubt not but that many Poets 
Will favour me with their beſt Wiſhes, for giving ſome 
if their Verſes an Opportunity of being happily ſet to 


lagiariſm, I not laying Claim to a ſingle Song in this 
Book. Perhaps it would be doing Juſtice, to compare 
ne to a frolickſome Youth, who, having rifled a great 
Variety of his Father's Honey-Combs of their Sweets; 
FSHou'd afterwards carry them into the Houſe, and di- 
de them among the Family. 


This Collection differs eſſentially, in one Particular, 


rom almoſt all others, inaſmuch as Theſe are but mere 


Compilations from one another, with only the Addi- 


Fon of a ſmall Number of new Songs. The Tran- 
eribers, generally ſpeaking, here hinted at, have 
Peen extremely careleſs (not to ſay worſe) in two re- 
Ipects; they very frequently maiming the moſt beauti- 
Ju! Compoſitions, and being quite incorrect as to the 
4 x Pointing ; both which Faults are carefully avoided in 
he following Sheets, Let me obſerve, that none of 
he enſuing Pieces were borrowed from the Arts of 
Poetry, (ſuch as Byſbe's,) from the Monthly Ma- 
Faxines, &c. Gratitude obliges me not to omit giving 


hanks to ſome ingenious Gentlemen of my Acquain- 


Fance, for favouring me with many MS Songs: Was 
permitted to mention their Names, it would do no 
little Honour to this Performance. 


] flatter myſelf, that it will prove an agreeable 


Þ Amuſement to ſuch Ladies and Gentlemen as are fond 


A4 of 


Wuſic. Sure I am, that no One can charge me with 
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(x), 1 
of Poetry; a Science, the Fruits of which, tho' ſo 
eagerly ſought after by Some, yet commonly produce, 
even worſe than Nothing, to thoſe who gave them 
Birth, Strange Viciſſitude in human Things! During 
the happy and flouriſhiag Times of antient Greece and 
Rome, the excelling in Poetry was a ſure Paſſport to 
Riches, Honours and Preferments ; and conſequently 
ſet the Underſtanding of the Perſon, who enjoy'd this 
Talent, in the nobleſt Point of Sight : Whereas, in 
the preſent Age of I gnominy and Corruption, the be- 
ing poſſeſſed of this divine Art, excludes at once the 
Poet from all the Advantages and Comforts of Life, _ * 
by unjuſtly ſtamping Foo] on his Forehead. Painting 
and Muſic are, indeed, with Juſtice, liberally re- 
warded ; but their Siſter-Art (Poetry) is not only 
ſhamefully ſuffer'd to go in Rags and bare-footed, but 
even to be treated with the higheſt Contempt. One | 

| Reaſon of this may be, the two firſt addreſs chiefly the 
Eye and Ear; attract, by their inſinuating Charm, 
Souls of every Caſt; and captivate all whoſe only Merit 
may be their being poſſeſſed of Sight and Hearing: 
. Whilſt Poetry, by directing itſelf principally to the 
Underſtanding ; and requiring Perſons of a certain 
Delicacy of Temper, joined to an Elegance of Mind 
and a polite Education, ſtrikes only the Few. * 


But notwithſtanding this ſhameful Uſage of Poets, 
Nothing has pleaſed more univerſally than Songs. 
They are of all Countries and of all Ages; are no leſs 
the Delight of thoſe we call Barbarians, than of the 
moſt polite and learned Nations, They are the 
Entertainment of all Ranks of People, from the Scep- 
tre down to the Plough-Share; and are for Sea- 
| ſons | 


"FS, 
(x) 


"Wort of Joy, as well as for thoſe of Sorrow. So remote 


s 5 | 
„ Ws their Antiquity, that they ſerved as the firſt Re- 

n cords; it being uſual, in the darker Times, to tranſ- 

g mit to Poſterity every memorable Action, in the Form | 
d of Songs. Hiſtorians tell us, that the ſeveral Parts of | 
oO & Homer's Iliad were ſung in this manner: and that this | 
y Wis no ways improbable, appears from the Cuſtom now | 
is F prevailing in Venice, where the Vulgar are perpetually | 
n ſinging, in the Streets, Fragments of Tas Feru/a- 
un. Tis evident from Travellers, that the unpoliſhed * 
ie Nations in the Northern Parts of the World, entertain | 
e, 7} themſelves with this Species of Poetry enlivened by | 
w 7 Muſic ; a Specimen of which may be the Lapland 
Ot, inſerted in the Spefator : And Montagne give us, 

ly in his E/ays, Part of a Song, ſung by an Americas 

at Savage, in Honour of his Miſtreſs, as a Snake was 

ne gliding along a Meadow. To this little Piece of Poe- 


- < wm . 


Me try, a Friend of an Acquaintance of mine, has given 
a, te following Eng/;4 Dreſs : 


it 2 
„ * Kindly flop, thou Barmleſi Snake ! | 
he Ws. . «ct Winding, ruſiling, thro” the Brake 5 

in | 


« That my Siſter's curious Eye 

* May thy ſpeckd Charms deſcry ; 
Pence may <veave a Girdle bright, 
Hit to bind my Heart's Delight, 


* This indulging, may thy Huts | 
Far outſhine the filver Deus: 
% May each Snake, that haunts the Fitld, 
* To thy ſprightlier Motion yield, 
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As Songs pleaſe thus generally, they maſt have re. 
ceived, from Nature, the Power of moving ſo ſtrong. ll 
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ly the Soul. The Cauſe of this may be, muſical nh 


Sounds, as well as poetical Numbers, have a moſt in- 
chanting Effect on the Ear; and both, eſpecially Po. 


etry, imitate all the Paſſions, and make the moſt de. 


 Tightful Impreſſion on them. 


claim a Place in the Study of the chaſteſt Matron ; and 


ſprightly, facetious Nature, 


f 
In many of the Compilations, of Songs, leud Ones are 'Y | 
introduced, all which I rejected with Indignation ; 
well knowing that the juvenile Part of Mankind 
are but too much prompted, by Nature, to need 
any of the inſidious Provocatives of Art. Tis there. © 4 
fore with Pride I obſerve, that this Collection may 


bt 
1 
1 


that Diana might, without a Bluſh, have it found y- 
ing on her Toilet, Hence J am induced to hope, that 
many People will not take Offence, at my intermixing nl 
Pieces of a moral or religious Turn, with thoſe of : 


K 


( 


Being determined to conſult the Reader's Advantage 4 


and Conveniency, in every reſpect, I therefore cauſed 
this Book to be printed in the preſent ſmall Form; 


whereby 'twill be four Times as cheap as I could 
otherwiſe have made it, and of a Size proper for the 
Pocket. 


ERRATA 


AGE 29, line 16, tor Diſpair, read Deſpair. | 


P- 63, J. 27> for in, . on. p · 1 16, J. I, for Parent's, AY 


r. Parents. p. 152, J. 4, for No, r. Nor. p. 177, I. 6, for 


In, r. On. p. 182, 1. 16, for find, r. find: p. 188, l. 
11, for wants, r. want, 
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SONS I. 


wal *; TR GRE artfal Glances, and inviting Smiles, 
Flavia firſt hints her Skill in am'rous 
EF en each Og from 4 E 
. 7 eturns eac e from Amyntor's yes, 
the 27555 And with him languiſhes, and witk 
9 him ſighs. 
length the happy Man 4 ſpeak his Flame 3 
e willing .Fair-One deigns to own the ſame; _, 
melting Eiffes takes him to her Arms, k 
d ſeems, at once, to give up. all her Charms ; 
=: ſhe, incxorable, till denies | 
Vc only Thing for which her Lover dies. 5 
EF/2via ſhou? I know, that, whilſt her Conduct's ſuck, 
She does too little, or ſhe does too much. 2 


1 soxe 


5 
f 
| 
| 
| 
' 


r _ 1 


(2) 


SONG IL YN 
ID nat Jealouſy's fierce Smart, 2 
Torture the ſoft, yielding Heart, 7 
O what Bliſs wou d Love 1 
But when Love the Fancy fires; _ 1 
When ſweet Comfort, Truth inſpires, TY 
SONG ITT. 1 
E flatt'ring Arts, C: 
Love's ſureſt Darts, 7 iþ 
Sport round his Eye; | 3 
To his Lips fly, 
And Captivebring + 
The Swain I ſing. 


Ye jealous Fears ; 
Ye ſoothing Tears ; 
Ye Hopes that glow 
*Twaixt Bliſs and Woe ; 
O be the Arms - 
Of female Charms ! 


so IV. 


OO much, Sepbronia, we endurec, 
Whilſt you, with double Forces arm d 
With your inchanting Voice ſecure | 
The hopeleſs Heart your Eyes had warm'd. 


SONG V. 


DEL 74, in vain the Regiſter you raze, 
| Since ſtill you keep that monumental Face; 
For this, without a Regiſter will ſhew 
Full fifty Winters Gloom upon your Brow. 
Thus when I ſee ſome Gothic Building riſe, 

Where a rough, antient Grandeur fills my Eyes, 

T judge from th* Ape in which its Front appears ; 
And iwear, point blank, it ſtood a theuſand Years. 


— 
— — 
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SONG VT. 
F no feign'd Pow'r, in ſounding Lays, 
I count the Deeds, or ſing the Praile ; 
Blue Thetis, or fam'd Nereus Throng: 
Nor of the fabled King ol Floods ; 

or Proteus, or ſuch Demi-Gods : 

= Fhirio and Lejbia claim my Song. 


Forio the. gay, and Leßia fair 

By Hymen join'd, the happieſt Pair, 
Both noble, Both by Choice ally'd : 
One Morn, at Diſtance from the Train, 
*ZDeſign'd to bathe in the green Main, 
That laves ſteep Scarborowgh's lofty Side. 


| 8 The Pair were for th' Adventure dreſt, 
ach wore a light infolding Veſt, 

(The decent Habit of the Place.) 
he Boat was call'd, the nimble Oars, 
Poon wafts them from the leſs'ning Shores, 

And reaches Ocean's wid'ning Space. 


The Lover plunges in the Tide, 
ind ſtrait invites his tim*rous Bride, 
= To venture on the ſmiling Flood; 
Her Promiſe claims to meet him there; 
le vows, with tutelary Care, 
8 To bear her like a guardian God. 


IIIs pow'rful Lure her Fears ſuppreſt; 
AA New Courage animates her Breaſt ; 
She haſtes to grant the Bliſs he craves ; 
FX Attempted oft, a: oft delay'd, 

Tin boldly ſhe the Leap eſſay'd, 

= And ſprings amid theclaſping Waves. 
J The Peer, of Humour ever gay, 

Ils Frolic ſeem'd to launch away, 
Meer Feint, to raiſe her ſhort Surprize :) 
Amaz'd ſhe pleads with ftretch'd-out Arms; 
Her Tongue, to ſave her finking Charms, 
3 38 Cov'd only murmur ;—* . ia digs”, 


B 2 Eager 
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Eager he darts, with-timely Aid, | 
(Like Perſeus, when the deſtin'd Maid -M 

Stood trembling in the Monſter's Pow'r ;) 4 ] 
« Where was your boaſted Truſt,” (he cries) = 
F «& My Life!”—then claſp'd the lovely Prize, 2 
U And ſav'd her from the menac'd Hour. w 


Safe, ſporting on the briny Lymph, 
He proudly bore the reſcu'd Nymph ; | | 
No more fell Dread her Soul diſmay'd.v + 
Now, to his faithful Arms remov'd, | 
Each Day more lovely, more belov'd, A 
Her kind Deliv'rer ſhe repays. ! 


SONG VII. | 


POTLESS Virtue, martial Fire, | 
Add bright Stars to Virtue's Train : = 
'I'heſe, united, we admire ; » 
Abſent, Titles glare in vain. 2 £ 


SONG VIII. 2 ? 


NE rapt'rous Thought, . 
In Fancy wrought, ; 7 
Declares him mine: 18 
Another ſtrait, | | 2 
Wing'd by dire Fate, | 8: 
Says, He's not thine.” | 2 
'Twixt Hopes and Fears ; 1 
*Twixt Smiles and Tears; 
My Mind thus toſt; 
In Mazes loſt ; 
4 | Wou'd Truth obtain, 
But all in vain. 
Thus, thro' the Sky, 
Two Winds ſhall fly ; 
Tear from the Spray 
Its Foliage gay : 
Sapleſs it lies, 
And with'rivg dies. 


SUNG : 


(5) 
SONG IX. 


Ro the tranſient Repoſe 
1 1 Which ſweet Beauty beſtows, 
"X On Heroes victorious ; 
r ul return to the Field, 
And with Sword, Spear and Shield, 
= Ruſh forth till more glorious. 
Whilſt the World muſt confeſs 
| Me ſuperior in Arms; 
1 My Honour's not leſs, 
7 If I yield to bright Charms. 


x SONG X. 


JSPASIA fair, thy Beauty long 
3 Has been the Subject of my Song; 
But all my Vows, and all my Sighs, 
npitied and neglected riſe, 
Thy loy'd Idea ſtands confeſt 
TT he cruel Inmate of my Breait ; 
he Sun, to me, gives Light in vain, 
And Darkneſs aggravates my Pain. 


What Odject can delight by Day, 
When my Aſpaſia's far away? | 
In Sleep what Satisfaction take, 

"XX VV hen I'm more wretched than awake ? 


SONG XI. 


A E Breezes, Fountains, bliſsful Shades, 
Y O whiſper kind, 
1 And eaſe my Mind! 

I Say, dear Echoes, muſt I languiſh ? 
Muſt I feed my Soul's fond Anguiſh, 
Till the Hero I admire, 
1 kindly, fans my Fire? 

Bliſsful Shades? Ah! whiſper kind, 

And ſooth my tortur'd Mind. 

B 3 SONG 


(6) 
SONG XII. 


RIGHT Fyes ! that dart with conſcious Pride, 
Why thus my Love unfeign'd deride ?—— 
Ah cruel ! is my Suit deny'd ? 
Let me delicious Nectar fip, 
Sweet Charmer, from thy ruby Lip. 


SONG XIII. 


E AR Chloe's Eyes, to me appear 

Like Stars, in Love's bright Hemiſphere : 
Kach Moment they new Charms diſplay, 
And ſteal me, from myſelf, away. 


Her Glances vie with Cxp:4's Dart, 
And they alone can wound my Heart, 
Frequent amid the Fair I'd toy, 

But ſhe alone cou'd form my Joy. 


SONG XIV. 


HE Bird who us'd to wing the Sky, 
Swift from his painted Cage ſhall fly ; 
Skim o'er the Laws with fond Deſire, 
Then to his Priſon back retire, 


Shou'd it be ask'd, what cou'd engage 
The Warbler thus to ſeek his Cage 
"Tis hence: His Captive State he loves, 
Rather than range th' embow'ring Groves, 


Still curious: — Were it aſk'd again, 
Why he returns, and hugs his Chain 
The Bird's perſuaded he ſhall find 
His ſever'd Partner yet more kind. 


SONG XV, 


Eauteous Lucinda, matchleſs Fair, 
B Ah! plunge me not in deep Deſpair, 
But hear my love ſick Moan. 
»Tis all Elizicum when thou'rt nigh ; 
Abſent from thee I ſadly figh : 


by 1 thus alone ? | 
Why leave me thus SONG 


(7) 
' SONG XVI. 


1 THER Charmer, Ill return, 
Crown'd with Glory's envy'd Rays; 


J 4 But my Flame can't brighter burn. 


O what Rapture thus to gaze! 


/ | Thou'lt reward my Love fincere, 


And my martial Toils repay, - 


If leſs ſcornful, leſs ſevere, 


Thou but yield to Capid's Sway. 
SONG XVII. 


HETHER he or love, or ſeign, 
With ſuch Sweetneſs he'll complain, 
Soon he ſteals my Heart away. 


o inchanting are his Smiles, 


So bewitching are his Wiles, 


He will love me, (ſure,) one Day. 
SONG XVIII. 
The Zone, 


N Slumbers ſweet as Venus lay, 
Deepin a ſhady, Myrtle Grove; 

Where Odour-breathing Zephyrs play, 
There wily Cupid chanc'd to rove. 


Surpriz'd, he ſpies the Goddeſs there, 
Alone, and fondly lull'd to Reſt ; 
With looſen'd Zone, and gelden Hair, 
Soſt-waving o'er her ſnowy Breaſt. 


This Love-creating Zone,“ (he crics,) 
* Shall now diviner Cælia grace ; 
* Shall give freſh Luſtre to her Eyes, 
And ſpread new Beauties o'er her Face. 


B 4 


The 


('8)) 


The Girdle ſejz'd, -and Cupid flown, 
From Sleep aroſe the Queen of Love ; 
She miſs'd her Beauty-giving Zone, * 2 
And ſought it, anxious, thro! the Grove. | 


« The Loſs will all my Charms deſtroy,” 
(She cries) ©* and O! I fear my Son 

8 Py ſome darling Female joy, 
Has all his Parent's Pow'r undone.” 


To ſearch him out, ſhe ſpeeds away, 
From Place to Place, with eager Haſte ; 

Then ſpies him, full of Mirth and Play, 
At lovely Cælia's Toilet plac'd. 


The Fair ſuch Charms poſſeſ. d before, 
As ne'er in mortal Form were ſeen ; 

The Girdle adds ten thouſand more, 
By which ſhe rivals Paphos' Queen, 


In Cælia's Face ſuch Graces ſmil'd, OY" 
The Goddeſs looks away her Rage, —> 

© Pm pleas'd” (ſays ſhe) ** fince thus beguil'd, * 
« To ſhew Perfection to the Age. 


SONG XIX, 


LAS! I know ſome ſprightlier Fair, 
Inchants thee with her Beauty's Bloom; 
W hilt hapleſs I, plung'd in Deſpair, 
For thee, in Tears, each Hour conſume. 


The Nymph, for whom I'm thus forgot ; | 
Whoſe Charms engroſs thee, {cruel Youth!) 
M-y boaſt, indeed, a happier Lot, 
ut yields to me in ſpotleſs Truth. 


SONG XX. 
| r 
Swain. H peerleſs Form, my darling Fair, 
Will ever charm my Heart: 
1 hy Smiles ſwift rais'd me from Deſpair, 
And eas'd my raging Smart. 


Nymph. | 


* (9) 

„%. If I fome little Beauty boaſt 

= For thee alone *twill ſhine: 

My fondeſt Thoughts thou haſt engroſs'd, 
And all my Soul is thine. | 


SONG XXI. 
OUTH, Beauty, Virtue, all conſpire 


To ſet my am'rous Soul on fire; 
JF outh which, in Myra, we behold; 
ZBcauty, that never will grow old; 
2F irtue, the Ornament of both, 

FJ irtue the ſtrongeſt Guard of Truth. 


Let others, by coquetting, try 
JJ” allare a Swain's delighted Eye; 
F hilſt you, without Diſguiſe or Art, 
Fecurely triumph o'er the Heart. 
Von may the End of your bright Vict'ries prove 
happy Union, where you deign to love. 


SONG XXII. 


oO 5 E A F, giddy, helpleſs, left alone; 
1 To all my Friends a Burthen grown; 
o more 1 hear my Church's Bell, | 
han if it rang out for my Knell : 

t Thunder now no more I ſtart, 
Fhanat the rumbling of a Cart; 

Fay, what's incredible, alack ! 


hardly hear a Woman's Clack. 
SONG XXIII. 


REELY the Dove 2 
Enjoys her Love; 
Fond Lambs their Choice decide; 
But with dire Smart, 
My faithful Heart, 
Honour and Love divide. 


ms SONG 
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SONG XxIV. 


| u. Eve, (the World but young) 

| On Herbs, and Roots, and Acorns fed; 

| Quench'd their Thirſt the Springs among, 
And preſs'd, at Night, the moſſy Bed. 


AcoPns now are left, and Springs, 
| Food of Brutes, ſince Men have found 
| Corn, which better Nurture brings; 
And Wine, in Bowls, with Ivy crown'd, 


SONG XXV. 


| E N, who know not how to feign, 
| Ne'er ſhall Woman's Heart obtain. 
| cauty is a School of Guile ; 

3 Of each treach*'rous Art and Wile. 


Swains, who when fond Glances play 
Truſt the ſoft, infidious Ray, | 
Ne'er ſhall taſte of wiſh'd Repoſe, 

But be doom'd to endleſs Woes. 


_ SONG XXVI. 
ORROWS can't my Soul diſmay ; 
Yet, the Iils which round me prey, 

Soon will Life's bright Flame conſume. 
Struck from Earth, my bleeding Shade, .. .. - 
Shall Pamphylio's Peace invade, ME | v4 

Till it nk him to the Tomb. 


_ SONG XxVIL' | + 
FEARS are paſt, and took their Flight; 
Fooliſh Days of cold Diſdain : 


O now many a widow'd Night, 
Paſt alone, and paſt in vain! 


Hours, which in ſweet Love employ'd, 
Cou'd with Bliſs the Senſes fill; 

B'ifles, that the more enjoy dl, 
Greater grow, and ſweeter Hull. gb | 

| SONG 


» 22 NS. 


© hand 


wa 


( Ix ) 


SONG XXVIIT. 


OV has reach'd to Plants and Trees: 
How the Vine does twine, and cling ? 
Not a Tree that fills the Grove, | ; 
Cou'd or Beech, or Fir-Tree bring, 
Without propapating Love. 
That tall Oak which lifts its Head, 
Has its ſympathetic Pow'rs-: 
Diff' rent Paths in Love we tread, 
They have theirs, and we have ours. 


SONG XXIX. 


FT I have heard the Waves and ſenſeleſs Stones, 
Echo my Sighs, and Trees return my Groans ! 

Compaſſion I muſt never hope to ſee 

In her whoſe Chain I wear, relentleſs ſhe, 

Whoſe lovely Form conceals a ſavage Heart, 

Where want of Pity heiglitens all my Smart: 

Than Things inaniinate ſhe's far leſs kind, 

And more ſevere than ſpeaks a human Mind. 


SONG xxx. 


Hene'er the Stream burſts from thine Eye 
Loft to ſweet Hope I ſadly ſigh; 
The trembling Soul, oppreſs'd by Fear, 
Keeps back, with Pain, the trickling Tear. 
O! if I'm dear, ſeem thou leſs kind, 
Not thus to Love's fond Power refign'd : 


Then ſhall I Fate's dread Shafts oppoſe, 
And riſe ſuperior to my Woes. © ' 


SONG XXXI. 


F, the fierce Tyger, Love invade, 
As thro? the erackleſs Wild he ſtray ; 
Soften'd his Wrath, he*ll fondly play; 
Or, peaceful, tread the awful Shade. 


B 6 | Bu. 


(nn) 


But if the dauntleſs Hunter's Snare, 
His Progreſs check, his Limbs ſurround ; 
Enrag'd to be thus Captive bound, 

With Howlings dire he'll rend the Air. 


_ 2 $ONG XXXIL, 
Sg INCE, lovelie@Nymph ! for thee I die, 7 


* O come ! receive my lateſt Sigh z 
1 hen, to th'ætherial Realms I'll fly. 


+ > 4 


— 


- SONG XXXIIL 


ESEECH the Fair 
My Pangs to ſhare. * 

- Kevive her; ſay, „ 4 
I Love obey: 4 e 2299 
Fate let her — 

If falſe Iſeem. 
How hard's my Lott 67 
Ingrate I'm nam'd 3 16 111 i 
Yet free from Spot „et £67 bu! 
Shou'd be proclaim'd. 


h 
F payly Roſes bloom, 1415» 4 
When Phabus gilds the Morn ; 3 we A 
Fer Night her Veil reſume, Laer 
They wear, for me, the Thorn. 0 


Too oft invidious Fate 
With fancy'd Bliſs allures 3: 
Then wreaks, on me, its Hate, 


And in dread Chains ſecurgs, 
8 0 NG. XXXV. 8 
I K E the lone Traveller am I, l 
In boundleſs Foreſts left to ſigh. V. si f 
't he Rocks, the Woods, the Streams around, 2 Y 


W 15 the fierce — Roar reſound. 
Wrapt 


(3) 
Wrapt in the Horrors of the Night; 
Unbleſs'd with ev'n à Ray of Light, 
His tott' ring Feet at random ſtray, 
Loſt in the dreary, . pathleſs Way. 
Yet ſhall not flaviſh Fear controul 
The ſettled Purpoſe of my Soul. 


2 20 T SON G. XXX VI: 2 r 
EAR Ned, let us taſte the true Pleaſures of Wine, 
And implore the God Bacchus to aid our Deſign ; 
Nor nicely ſet up for Champaign ;- nor the Boaſt 
Of ſome havghty-Court-Lady :— Black Be be the 


Toaft, r. | 
Let us drink till we-ſtare ; let's defy the Reſormer, 
And ſhew each proud Minx, that, we heartily ſcorn her, 
Let the Beaux and the Belles, and the pretty fac'd 


Croud, C4815) 
Of all their gay Nothings ambitiouſly proud, | 
Call us dull, drunken Sots, or whateer they thigk fit; 
But 'tis Wine, and not Woman, engenders true Wit. 
Then leave them, their amorous Fables to forge, _ , 
But fail not to meet thy kind Friend at the George. | 


SONG XXXVII, 


I LEAVE you, becauſe cruel Fate 
Bids me from your dire Preſence fly; 
Yet fancy not I e'er can hate, 
Or think on you without a Sigh. 


Yes :—tha' far-diſtant, ſtill my Soul, 
Will one diſtracting Comfort find 3 

Will ev'ry fiercer Pang controul, 
Muſing on you, thus left behind. 


SONG XXXVII. 


MUST, ſo cruel is my Fate, 119 
Seem falſe to him whoſe Smiles endear 

Yet Cupid, ev'n in Paphos State, 

not a Heart that's more ſincere, 


(14) 
The guileful Words which from me fall, 
Are cenſur'd by the mnch-lov'd Youth 3 
Yet hear me Gods! bear witneſs all! 
My Soul's a Stranger to Untruth. 


SONG XXXIX. 


S on a flow'ry Bank I lay, 
Pleas'd with Nature's various Pride, 

A roving Cupid flew that Way, | 
And left his Arrow in my Side. 


Too ſoon I felt the cruel Smart; 
Toe late the pow'rful God I knew; 
And, from the Anguiſh of my Heart, 
My Fate, alas ! 1 found too true. 


I fghing ſobb'd, and begging ſwore, 
| due Obedience to bis Will. 
% Fond Youth” (cry*d he) “ lament no more, 


„ Tho? deep 1 wound, I never kill, 


* Riſe, to the blooming Lucy run; 
«« Get there thy Death or Happineſs ; 
4% 'Tho' in thy Heart my Arrows burn, 
„ *Tis the muſt kill, or give thee Eaſe.” 


* 


Wee 


yo 


* jw A 2oLCLL__J4 


SONG XL. Dy Kev 7s \ 


HE fkilfu! Pilot, ſafe in Port, 
(Bulg'd his ſtout Ship, tore all its Sails) 
8 


Sull dreads to be the Tempeſt's Sport, 
And ſhudders at the diſtant Gales. | p 
Who wou'd not Peace of Mind deſtroy, * 
Muſt fly from Love's deſtrudtiye Io. ] 
O How raging is the Smart 83 1 * 
Which diſtracts the Lover's Heart, N 
W nen o'er{pread with jealous Fears! d 
Sighs are his, and cealdleſs Tears: 1 


Fix'd in Grief, behold him lying, 
Deep deſpairing, panting, dying. 


2 


(15) 
In Affliction's dreaded Round, 
Pangs like theſe are never found. 
Ev'ry Moment brings it's Pains, 
Tort'ring Woes, and rankling Chains, 
M* eaſy Heart you firſt enſnare, 
Then from your charming Preſence tear; 


Tortures, too furious, thence ariſe: 
Suſpend 'em, Gods your Victim dies. 


O turn your Eyes ! indulge one Ray, 
And ſweetly gild my Sorrow's Day. 
Look kindly, tho* your Paſſion's o'er: 


SONG XLII. 


'Tis the laſt Boon I ſhall implore. 


SON G XLII. 


AIR Nymph, in Pride of Beauty dreft, 
Thy ever-conſtant Lover hear; 
Behold his ſad!y- trickling Tear, 

And ſooth the Anguiſh of his Breaſt. 


Confeſs, ſince ſtill thou form'ſt his Joy, 

Unuſual Conſtancy he ſhows, 

That, crown'd with Truth, the Paſſion glows, 
Which ev'n Unkindneſs can't deſtroy, 


SONG XLIV. 
e þ HE freſheſt Roſe neglected dies, 
Nor can we make its Beauty laft 3 
It once the Moment we deſpiſe 


To taſte its Sweets, full faſt it flies, 
And envious, mocks our ſwifteſt Haſte. 


With Youth and Beauty, (peerleſs Maid ) 
This Simile will till hold good; 

Now freſh :—Yet once thoſe two decay'd, 

J fear; and you may be afraid, 


Naught will be left to bre the Bload. 


(16) 


Tho' that, once fir'd by Beauty, may, 
Like leſſer Lamps, preſerve its Flame; 

Good Humour's then a certain Way, 

To keep it from the leaſt Decay, | 
And make it ever burn the ſame. 


With Speed then, charming Flavia, taſte 
Our greateſt earthly Happineſs : 

All other Pleaſures ſhift ſo faſt: 

.*Tis this, and only this, can laſt, 
To crown our Loves with laſting Blifs, 


* 


SONG XLV. | 
WEET Peace, long Stranger to my Breaft, | 
Return; again brood o'er my Mind; 
Huſh my ſad Woes to balmy Reſt, 
And let me this one Comfort find. 


What Tortures! O to ſee the Fair, 
For whom [ languiſh, faithleſs prove. 

Surrounding Clouds of black Deſpair 
Blot, from my Soul, all Hopes of Love. 


SONG XLVI. 


H! in Pity, beauteous Maid, 
: Call me not, in Scorn, Ingrate; 
Nor with Want of Truth upbraid ; 
Charge it all on wayward Fate. 


Whether I ſtill ſooth my Flame ; 

. Languiſhat thy Beauty's Shrine; 
Cupid aſk, and each dread Name ; 

Aſk thy ſpotleſs Heart, and mine? 


SON G' XLVII. T: 

H ©), round me, threatens envious Fate, * 

Its Bolts I dread not, nor deſerve: g . 
Henceforth, let it or love or hate, 

The Soul's true Greatneſs I'll preſerve. * 

F: | - m 


(900 


Firm as a Rock, my daundeſs. Mind. Jo = 


= Shall Storms defy 3 -ſhalbfox its Doom: | 
Give Fear, give Sorrom to the Wind; $2 1 
= Nor, idly, Life in Plaints conſume. EH n2t tk 
» 4 A 
8 0 N G $LYUIL, | 
Dusti. — een * r 
Savain. AI R Charmer ! now thou'rt — mine: 


lighted Love thou haſt been true. 
Nah. My Heart — all here reſign, 
Which, ($;tvia). ever burnt for you. | 


Swain. If I cou'd cer ſuſpect th Truth, 


The Error (faultleſs Fair) * 
Nymph. Ah! thou'rt my all, (inchanti ein 


Unbleſs'd with thee I cou'd not live. 


ain. O why didſt thou thy Ton e reſtrain? 
/ymph. O whence thy Fears, ſa idle, vain ?. it. > 


Both, What dreadful Pangs l what pungent Woet:, 
What Cruelty, when Fate's our Foe! b 1 


Ye Lovers (ay) whoſe Flame's ſublime, . 
Can aught'exceed our preſent Bliſ  . 
Say rather, in the Round of Time 6 
What 1 2 Moment equals M, 


* 


SONG XLIX. 


RIT HEE, Lasia, why fo 2 7 is. 
Reflect that you can wn, CLE 

The Hours of Youth you u miſapply; _ 
Then liſten to your faithful Liver. e r 


Take him, as to thy View he ſtands, 
Nor of too many oak fear him; 


He'll ſurely mend u Hands,” 4. 9 
And prove much der der in the . 44 
You'lt 


03 


1 
You'!! find him, fond of Eaſe in Life, 


And a ſtrong Enemy to thwarting : 
P'en take his Word, and be his Wife, 
There'll be no Danger then of parting. 
Another Spark may ſummon Heav's, 
Whilſt loud ebe he'll never leave thee ; 


But ſure as Cingue and Duce make Seven, 4 
If he once ſwear, tis to deceive thee. ro 


SONG L. 


ROTHE RA of Fove, t Neptune, hear 

B Thy Wrath, the Winds an Billow fear. 
thou but ſmile, 4 a 

And all around is donde Boy. * 


| SONG LI. 
HOSE only boaſt true Strength of Mind, 


A Heart heroic, unconfin'd ; 
Who each wild Impulſe can controul, 
With glorious Energy of Soul. 


But; in the Heart, if Love prefide, 
In Firmneſs ſach wou'd vainly pride: 
As well the Slave, whilſt Chains ſurround, 
Might think himſelf by Freedom crown'd. 


SONG UI. 


ELL me, art thou the Paſſion, Love, 
Which, ſtealing, thus invad'ſt my Breaſt } 
If thou'rt the wond'rous Flame confeſt, 
To hide thy Symptons long I've ſtrove. 


Ah ! ſhou'd my Efforts not prevail, 
To force thee from my bleeding Heart, 
There thou ſhalt die ; not once depart, 
Leſt Bablers thence invent a Tale. 
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SONG LIM, 


A H me! too cruel is the Smart, 

To feel Death creeping round the Heart 3 
nd yet, not be allow'd to ſay, 
My Spirits fink, I faint away.“ 


A Gleam of Pleaſure ſeems to riſe 


om Tears bedewing am'rous Eyes : 


ut O! tos pungent is the Pain, s 
o languiſh, yet not dare com plain. 


6ONG LIV. 
To Cupid. 


1 7 HOU little Wag, muſt I be made thy Sport ; 


Either find Paſtime in thy Mother's Court, 
nd ceaſe to fling thy tickling Darts at me, 


=, by this Light, III fetch anotber Bee, 
What ſhall revenge my Cauſe, and ſtrike at thee. 1 


hou, ſobbing, felt'| it once; remember that . 


Wuit jovial Souls be plagd'd with ſuch a Brat? 


ve other Buſineſs now upon my Hands, 

nd wait on a much kinder God's Commands: 
acchus I ſerve :==Young Whiffler, you ſhall know 
Tis ſafer to rob Bees, than bend your Bow 

gainſt his Votarics ; for he may prove, 

rovok'd, a greater Deity than Lowe. 

laſte to th' Aſſemblies of the Fops and Fair, 

nd, if thou muſt be fooling, trifle there. 


SONG LV. 


NOUGH: Your Words I muſt believe : 
I'm what fond Love, what you'd me make: 
aquire not why, for that wou'd grieve ; 
uppreſs the Thought for Piry's Sake. 


Wh 


| (20) 
wh e you, o'er n rue 


— . for ? - 1 
= whiſp'ring, dare my W P 
Alas ! the Queſtion: muſt give Pain. 


SONG LVI. 
H Charms, in each bright a 3 
Enſnare my kindling Heart) 
O deign, divineſt Creature, 0 1% 
To ſooth the thrilling Smart! * 
Cou'd I behold thee languiſh 
In Pity to my Pains, - 


J then wou'd bleſs the Anguiſh % 
My Soul for thee ſuſtains. 


SONG: LVII. 


Weep tis true; yet not from Woe 
The pearly Tear does always flow 3 
From Pleafure it may ſtart, 
Down my ſwoln Cheeks whilſt Streams thus ran, 
O grudge not, to a pious Son, 
he caling of his Heart! 


SONG LVII. 


HY (Cini not reſolve, 
Two Hearts till Death te bind? 
hy not the Tye diſſolve, 


If either prove unkind ? 


| In thoſe who fruitleſs love, . 
Why does fond Hope remain? 
An airy Food why prove, 
To tantalize the Pain? 


SONG LIX, 


Love! if thy Arrows have wounded my Heart, 
Compoſe the dear Anguiſh, and ſoften the Smart 
And if, with thy Flames, my young Boſom muſt burn (« 
O teach charming S/rephon to glow in his Turn, bo 


eart, 
mart: 
burn, 


- Ou 


f onduct us to each fond 
o lively to languiſh, too charming to cloy. 


— 


(2) 


W..: Souls, for the Sweets of thy Union, p 


d grant us thy — — 4 with Care: 


cceflion of Joy, 


SONG LX. 
NGRATE, too well I know your Wiles : 
To me you Truth eternal ſwore: 
With ceaſęleſs Sighs wou'd Love implore, 
t now, to Frowns, are chang'd your Smiles! 
faithleſs Swain, why ſo unkind ? 
Why win my eaſy, ſpotleſs Heart; 
Then laugh at the diſtracting Smart, 
ad blot me from your wav'ring Mind? 


SONG LXI. 
INCE I (my Soul's Delight!) muſt die ; 


q ) With ſpotleſs Innocence I'll fly 
To Bow'rs of endleſs Reſt. 


en ſhall my guiltleſs Shade be found, 
ov'ring, eternal, round and round, 
Or ſighing on thy Breaſt. 


SONG LXII. 


DERPLEX'D in dark Regions of Woe, 
I wander, alas! in Deſpair: | 

Cupid, thy Pity beſtow ; 

To charm the lov'd Youth be thy Care. 


y Paſſion ſwift let him return, 

And feel the ſharp Pangs I endure : 
1th Flames let us mutually burn, 
Then give to each other a Cure. 


SONG LXIII. 


E that rend my aching Heart, 

And thro' my Brain Diſtraction ſpread, 
ie! riſe! your Pow'rs collected dart; 
Aim all your Vengeance at my Head. 

Oppreſs'd 


Oppreſe'd wich Life, its. Joys I hate, 


hence ſicken in my early Bloom. 
O come then Death ! fix ſwift my Fate, 
And ſnatch meto the filent Tomb. 


SONG LXIV. 


O ſooth my Soul, I bid Woe, 
In Fancy painted, ſhadowy riſe 

And, from my rapt'rous Joy, I know 

The Bliſs of thoſe who dwell in Skies. 


SONG LXV. 


How bliſsful *tis to languiſh, 

When ſoft Wiſhes warm the Breaſt ! 
Sighs, in part, diſcloſe our Anguiſh, 

And our Bluſhes ſpeak the reſt 

Gay Defires, which fondly pleaſe us, 
Prove by Day our lovelieſt Themes ; 


But when Midnight Slumbers ſeize us, 
O the charming, charming Dreams 


SONG LXVI. 


IT H Doubts diſtracted, all my Soul 
Sorrow and thrilling Pangs controul : 

Slow, thro' each Vein, Life's Current flows; 

And now, around my Heart, is froze. 


Not one ſoft Gleam of Peace I trace, 
Since, N N firſt ſaw thy Face. 
My Mind, opeleſs Love op 
bed dangers to balap Bold 22 


SONG LxviIl. 


E ſmiling Eyes ! in whoſe bright Nys 
A _— of Loves inchanted - why 
Tuc', ſcornful, you my Suit deny, 


Still, in their F lame, ſadly ſigh. 


Wov'l 


ou 


(23) 
Vou'd Fate permit, for Love of you, 
Wath's dreary Shades with Joy re view : 


Wough, if you ſoft Pity ſhow, _ 
one fond, parting Glance beſtow. 


SONG LXVII. 


HILST I the Charms which round you play, 
With ſweet Amazement viewz 
what Return can &er repay © 
The Bliſs I owe to you. 


ze Hero's Spoils, the Monarch's Throne, 

Are Trifles to my Fair; 
d thy endearing Charms alone, 

| Shall ever claim my Care. 


SONG LXIX. 


HEN Phyllis view'd the youthful Swain, 
Whoſe noble Preſence grac'd the Plain; 
r Boſom felt a thrilling Smart: 

e ligh'd, and gad away her Heart. 


» 
| 
I | 
4 
1 


SONG LXX, 


HO ventures, firſt, on faithleſs Seas, 
Fancies each Star dire Influence ſheds 3 

ears Tempeſts, in the gentleſt Breeze ; 

And ev'ry Wave, ſoft-curling, dreads: 
But Storms aroand him roar in vain, 
Who long has plough'd the liquid Plain, 


SONG LXXTI. 


| & your bright Eyes 
Let Comfort ric ; 
Let tiope's ſoft Ray 
Chace Grief away : 
When dark they roll, 
Junk is my Soul, 


— ro en ee ͤ ͤàU— — 


4 40 
Ah! well you- hes. 8 
Or Bliſs, or Woe, --., 

Your Glances dart 

In my fond Heart. ' 2 


50 N LXXII. 
* 2 11 29 * 88 ! T7 *y v7» woe 
Swain, T OVE's tle Reign, 
That rack'd my Breaſt before. 
 \Nympb. Stilldet me be 
Thus bleſt in the: 
Kind Heav'n Tat no more, 


Beth. No Time ſhall impair, 
Or cloud with a Care, 
Our Days of inchanting Bliſs. 
Ab! who wou'd complain, '* © | 
Of Years paſt in Pain, 
a with a Moment like this? 


* 


8 O N 0 XXI. 


F, beauteous Nyrhph, thro? yonder Bowers 
You love to wander, crown'd with Flowers; 

Blefl ip each Wiſh can give Delight, | * 
Bleſt with the Youth who charms your Sight; 
From theſe dark Wilds, O Inſtant fly !. 
See Thunders threat ning from the Sky, 

Sweet Fair-One : Think not Charms of F ace, 
Can ſuch ſurrounding Evils chace. 
Then do not on thy Form, preſume. . 
Fly ! _ Deſtruction is thy Doom. 


, SONG LXXIV. * 
ON D Zeplyrus, whilſt ſoft b 
F If round 4 Fair you chance to fr 1 a ve 
y you're a Sigh, an am'rous Nan Arne 
Tac! | diſcloſe not whence you came. ad 


(-25,) 


SONG LXXV. 


ISPELIL' D the Clouds which threaten d Wos, 
3 Content ſpreads ſweetly o'er my Soul; 
Swi't, thro' my Frame, bids Tranſports glow, 
Each tort'ring Impulſe to controul. 
Loud let her Triumphs echo round . 
The Earth, and ſwell from Shore to Shore; 


Our Triumphs let the Stars reſound, 
For curſt Rebellion is no more. 


Hail Liberty ! without thy Charms, 
The brighteſt Regions are unbleſt: 

O keep thine Al ION from Alarms, 

And lull her Pangs to balmy Reſt ! 


SONG LXXVIT. 


NV. eldeſt-born of Hell! 
| | Ceaſe in human Hearts to dwell ; 
ver at all Good repining, 
Still the Happy undermining ! 
od and Man by thee infeſted, 
tou by God and Man deteſted! 
Moſt thyfelf thou doſt torment, 
At once the Crime and' Puniſhment : 
Hide thee in the blackeſt Night; 
irtue ſickens at thy Sight! 
Hence, thou eldeſt-born of Hell! 
Ceaſe in human Hearts to dwell. 


80 NG LXXVII. 

ROM Cities ſtorm'd, and Battles won, 
What Glories can accrue? 
By this the Hero beſt is known, 
Who can himſelf ſubdue. 

He's wiſeſt, tleſt of his Kind, 
Who can in Reaſon's Fetters bind, 
The Madneſs of his angry Mind. 


C SONG 
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(26) 
SONG LXXVIIL. 


MATCHLESS Nymph ! thy Form bebe 


Bove other Beauties charms our Eyces 
Yet ſtill within that Form conceal'd, | 
Thy Mind, 2 greater Beauty lies. 


SONG LXXIX. 


BEAUTY! Beam, nay Flame, 
Of that great Lamp ot Light 
That ſhines a while with Fame, 
But ſinks to endleſs Night: 
Like Winter's ſhort-liv'd Bright, 
Or Summer's ſudden Gleams, 
More valu'd as leſs laſting are their Beams, 


Wing'd Love away does fly, 
And with it Time will bear ; 
They both ſnatch ſuddenly ; 
T he Sweet, the Fair, the Dear. 
A ſhining Day, and clear 
Succeecs an obſcure Night, 
And Sorrow is the Hue of ſweet Delight. 


With what then doſt thou ſwell, 
O Youth of new-born Day ? 
Wherein doth thy Pride dwell, 
Q Beauty form'd of Clay ? 
Not with ſo ſwift a Way 
The headlong Current flies, 
As do the Rays of thy inchanting Eyes ? 


| Enjoy thy 4pril now, 


While it does freely ſhine : 
This Lightning Flaſh and Show, 
With that clear Spirit of thine 
Will ſuddenly decline; 
And thy bright, murth' ring Eyes, 


Shall be Lowe's Tomb where now his Cradle lie- 


0 


Shou 
And 
Fron 


(27) 


Old, trembling Age will come, 
With wrinkled Cheeks and Stains ; 
With Motion troubleſome ; 
With Skin and bloodleſs Veins. 
That lively Viſage wanes, 
And, made deform'd and old, 
Hates Sight of Glaſs it lov'd ſo to behold. 


That which, on Flora's Breaſt, 
All freſh, and flouriſhing, 
Aurora newly dreſt, 
Saw, in her Dawning, ſpring; 
All dry and languiſhing, 
Depriv'd of Honours quite, 
Day-cloſing Heſperus beholds at Night. 


Fair is the Lilly; fair 
The Roſe, of Flow'rs the Eye 
Both wither in the Air, 
Their. beauteous Colours die. 
And ſo, at laſt, ſhall lie 
Depriv'd of former Grace, 
The Lillies of thy Breaſt, the Roſes of thy Face, 


What then will it avail, 
O Nouth adviſed ill! 
In Lap of Beauty frail 
To nurſe a wayward Will, 
Like Snake in Sun-warm Hill? 
Pluck, pluck, betime thy Flow'r, 
That ſprings, and periſheth in one ſhort Hour. 


SONG LXXX. 


HEN Glances, ſhot from beauteous Eyes, 

A tender, heedleſs Heart ſurprize | 

That Heart wou'd fink, thro' deep Deſpair, . 

Shou'd Jealouſy once harbour there; 1 
And Pangs muit riſe might claim a Tear, 

lie, from all who boaſt a Flame ſincere. 


Gs -* Lovers 


0 


(628) 


Lovers ſhou'd inſtantly centroul 
Thoſe dread Emations of the Soul, 
Leſt they, by Ills fantaſtic ſway d, 
Be, to ſubſlantial Woes, betray d. 


SONG LXXX1. 


OU'D an Amazar were I! 
O the Bliſs that State muſt yield ! 
Fearleſs, then, I ne'er ſhou'd ſigh, 
But march forth with Spear and Shield, 


Tho? neglected flow'd my Hair, 
Fierce my Eye, and coarſe my Skin; 
T ſhou'd awe with martial Air, | 
If my Beauty cou'd not win. 


SONG LXXXII. 


HE Pilot, failing on ſmooth Seas, 
Stretch'd on the Deck in careleſs Eaſe ; 
If he, in Sleep, the Day conſume, 
May tread, in Dreams, the wiſt'd-for Shore; 
The Gods, for his Return, adore ; 
Yet, waking, finda watry Tomb, 


SONG LXXXIII. 


HE gen'rous Courſer, bred to Arms, 
Flies at the Trumpets ſprightly Sougd ; 
Inchanted with War's fierce Alarms, 
His Neighings thro? the Woods reſound. 


No more his native Meads delight; 
_ His Paſſion's the embatti'd Plain, 
Where, panting for the glorious Fight, 
He paws the Ground, and ſhakes his Mane. 


Each Call, loud-echoing thro' the Shade, 
He ſancies is his Rider's Voice; 

Bidding fierce Hoſts the Foe invade, 
And ſoon, for Laurels won, rejoice, 


SON 
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SONG LXXXIV. 

STO REQUENT the Native of the Flood. 

g | With Tranſport eyes the glitt'ring Bait; 
dwims, ſportive, round the fancied Good, 

Then, plunging, *ſcapes a cruel Fate. 

he luckleſs Moment yet comes round, 

When he too heedleſly may play ; 

May, in his Jaw, receive a Wound, 


And fall the joyful Angler's Prey. 


SONG LXXXV. 


E, fince cruel Fate will ſever 
| From my Darling :—O for ever! 
Tort'ring Love thy Vot'ry lay ; 
Pear me, from myſelf, away. 


Parted from my Soul's Delight, 
| Dark's the Proſpect, all is Night; 
Sad I pine, twixt Life and Death, 
Prey'd upon by dire Diſpair, 
Hated Life I ſcarce can bear, 
And wou'd gladly yield my Breath. 


SONG LXXXVI. 
CAREFUL Nymph, with ceaſeleſs Grief op- 


preſs'd, - 
Beneath the Shadow of a Poplar Tree, | 
With Lute in Hand, did chaunt her Want of Reſt, 
Toa kind Nymph, who bore her Company. 
No ſooner had the Fair-One tun'd each String, 
Than, ſighing ſad, ſhe thus did ſweetly ſing. 


Ladies and Nymphs, come liſten to my Plaint 
On me the Sun did never chearful riſe ; 
It Pity's Strokes that tender Breaſt may taint, 
Come learn of me to wet your wanton Eyes : 
For Love, in vain, the Name of Pleaſure bears; 
Mis ſweet Delights turn all to chilling Fears. 
C3 The 
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The Hatt'ring Shows, the Frights, the feeble Joys, 
The freezing Doubts, the guileſul Promiſes ; 
The Looks diſſembled, Shifts, the ſubtle Toys, 
The brittle Hope, the conſtant Heavineſs; 
The wiſh'd-far War in ſuch uncertain Peace: 
Theſe, with my Woe, my Woes with theſe increaſe, 


SONG LXXXVII 
. Phillida and Corydon. 


N the merry Month of May, 

In a Morn by break of Day, 
Forth I walk'd by the Wood-fide, 
When as May was in her Pride : 
There I chanc'd to ſpy, alone, 
Phyllida and Corydon. 
Much ado there was, God wot! 
He wou'd love, and ſhe wou'd not. 
She ſaid, never Man was true, 
He ſaid, none was falſe to you, 


He ſaid, he had loy'd her long. TS # 
She ſaid, Love ſhou'd have no Wrong, | Sp 
C r;dowwou'd kiſs her then. | Ne 


She cry'd, Maids muſt kiſs no Men, 
Till they did for good and all, 
Then ſhe made the Shepherd call 
All the Heav'ns to witneſs Truth, 
Never lov'd a truer Youth, 

Thus, with many a pretty Oath, 
Yea and Nay, and Faith and Troth ; 
Such as guileleſs Shepherds uſe, 
When they will not Love abuſe ; 
Love which had been long deluded, 
Was with Kiſſes ſweet concluded; 
And Phyllida, with Garlands gay, 
Was made Lady of the May. 


SONG 
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SONG LXXxXVIII. 


OUL-FLATT'RING Hopes, forbear your 
= Wiles ; 

Delude me not with treach'rous Smiles, 

I can believe no more. 

hoe'er, eſcap'd tempeſtuous Seas, 

gain ſhou'd truſt the flatt'ring Breeze, 

Might Gods in vain implore. | 


SONG LXXXIX. 


HO U D he, who o'er the Ocean flies, 
Believe too haſtily his Eyes 

By falſe Appearances miſled, - 

WHe'd fancy twas the Coaſt which fled ; 

And think his Skip, with full-ſpread Sails, 
tood motionleſs amid the Gales. 


Whilſt on the Fountain's Brink he lies, * 
Bhou'd a fond Infant truſt his Eyes; 
round him ſhone Sols glitt'ring Ray, 
With his reflected Form he'd play; 
Sport with his Image in the Stream, 
Nor know twas ſhadowy as a Dream. 


SONG XC, 


EAT H, hither haſte ! 

The Time why walte ? 

With Woes — 

I pant for Reſt. 

My Fair-One, ſay, | 
Why thus betray ? e 


I ſcarce believe 
Thou can'ſ deceive. 
The pungent Smart | 
Strikes thro' my Heart. 
Tortur'd I lie, 
And wiſh to die. 


4 


Es $SONG 


(32) 
SONG XCT. 
HOU*'D cruel Fate cut ſhort my Days 


(Thou, who can'ſt ev ry Bliſs impart :) 


Remember how [ ſung thy Praiſe, 
And claſp'd thee to my raviſh'd Heart. 


Believe, when all-diffoly'd my Frame, 
If Love flies with us to the Urn, 

My Paſſion I'Il, ev'n there, proclaim ; 
And (O cou'd Aſhes !) for thee burn. 


SONG XCII. 


N Pride of Youth, whilſt bloom'd the May, 
When Birds with many a merry Lay, 
Salute the Sun's up-riſing ; 
I fat me down, faſt by a Spring, 
And, whilit theſe merry Chaunters ſing, 
I fell upon ſurmizing. 


Amid my Doubt, and Mind's Debate, 

O. Change of I imes, of World's Eſtate, 
I 'py'd a Boy attir'd 

In tiiver Plumes, yet naked quite, 

Save pretty Feathers, fit for Flight, 
Wherewith he till aſpir'd. 


A Bow he bare, to work Man's Wrack ; 
A little Quiver at his Back, 
With many Arrows fill'd: 
And, in bis ſoft and pretty Hand, 
He helda lively, burning Brand, 
With which he Lovers kill'd. 


Cloſe by his Side, in rich Array, 

There was a lovely Lady gay, 
(His Mother as I gueſs'd ;) 

Who ſat the Child upon her Knee, 

Then trimm'd his Bow, taught him to flee, 
And wondrous Love proteſs'd. 
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If; from her Lap, in verdant Bowere, 

le leapt, and gather'd Summer's Flowers, 
Both Violets and Roſes ; | 
at, ſee the Change which follow'd faſt! 

s he did Flara's Bounty waſte, 

Before that he ſuppoſes ; 


Bee, that harbour'd near thereby 

tung his ſoft Hand, and made him cry : 
« O Mother, I am wounded !“ 

air Venus, who beheld her Son, 

ryd out: Alas! Tam undone !” 

And thereupon ſhe fwoonded. 


My roving Boy (the Goddeſs ſaid) 
Who has my Capid thus diſmay' d?“ 
He anſwer'd.— Gentle Mother! 
The Honey- Worker in the Hive 1 
Gainſt me does Miſchief fell contrive : 
Alas! it is none other.“ 


he kiſs'd his Lips: Now mark the Chance 
uſtant the fell into a Trance, | 
And, weeping, thus concluded : 

* Ah wanton Urchin ! like the Bee 

Thou, with a Kiſs, haft wounded mie, 
And hapleſs Love included. 


A little Bee does thee affright, 

But ah! my Wounds are full of Spite, 
And never can be cur'd.“ 

he Youth, who gueſe'd his Mother's Pain, 
Smil'd, and ſoon kiſs'd her whole again, 
And her fond Hopes ſeeur' d. 


She ſuck'd the Wound, aſſuag'd the Sting; 
When Cupid, cad, thus ſweet did ſing; 
Let no fond Lovers Sorrow: 
„ 'To-Day, tho' Grief invade his Heart, 
Let him with Courage bear the Smart; 
© Amends will come To-morrow.“ 


C5 80 NG 
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SONG XCIII. 


122 TUR'D in my Soul, I ſtray, 
Darkling thro' the woodland Way: 
Stars, nor Torch, to cheer my Sight, 
Nor the Glow-Worm's twinkling Light. 


At the gentleſt ur IEg Breeze, 
Icy Fears, black Terrors ſeize. 
Beauteous Day-Spring, O ariſe, 

And delight once more my Eyes ! 


SONG XCIV. 


EFORE our Hero, ſprung from Skies, 
Let Earth with humble Tribute riſe ; 
Whate'er th'.amazing Ocean bounds, 

Or Sol's all- ſeeing Eye ſurrounds. 


Be his triumphant Praiſes ſung, 
By ev'ry Nation, ev'ry Tongue : 
And, with cheſe Sounds, the Æther ring, 
The brighteſt Throne, the greateſt King. 


SONG XCV. 


OUD I ſweet Hope but entertain, 
My Breaſt might find Repole ; 
That Bliſs deny'd, a Round of Pain, 
Augments my piercing Woes. 


Yet rouze my Soul:—with Virtue arm'd 
Fil brave impending Fate; 
And, at dire Horrors un-allarm'd, 
Reſume my wonted State, 


* 


SONG XCVI. 


M AY the Star which rul'd my Birth, 

Blaze forth, and firike me to the Earth 
Fix me a Monument of Ie, | 
Or blend me with its raging Fire, 


( 35) 

f e'er my Love, to thee untrue, 

ad a moredarling Fair in view. 

Alas! fo — — is my Grief ; 

> loſt am I to all Relief, 

hatz cou'd the Stones my Wailings hear, 
hey'd drop the ſympathizing Tear, 


SONG XCVII. 


D EMOVE, inchanting Nymph, each Fear; 
To him whodoats, be ſtill fincere. 

y tender Soul with Love ofrflows, 

nd ev'ry Pulſe with Rapture glows. 


Where'er thou go, O call to mind, 
iy Flame how pure, my Heart how kind! 
n Viſions may my Image rite, | 
nd ſweetly captivate thine Eyes. 


SONG XCVIII. 


EL L me, fince I Truth maintain; 
Since I now diſcloſe my Pain, 


hy return my Soul to vex? 
hy with cruel Thoughts perplex ? 


Ah ! what Solace can I find, 
Thus diſtracted in my Mind? 

hilſt, in Doubt's wide Ocgan toſs'd, 
To ſweet Happineſs I'm loſt? 


SONG XCIX. 


| EEP for ſome other eaſy Fair, 
Thy Proteſtations, light as Air. 

Tay Falſhood thou'lt in vain repent ; 

n vain thy aching Heart relent ; 

'll from t y Waiſings turn mine Ear, 


or heed thy ſwiftly-trickling Tear. 
C6 $ING 
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SONG C. 


HE ſportive Bird whom Nets ſurround, 
Pours forth her tuneful Warblings round; 

By fraudful Arts, to Ills betray'd, 

Her Warblings charm the ambient Shade; 

When lo! ſome Hand may bring Relief, 

And, giving Freedom, ſooth her Grief, 

But Fate to me, is ſo unkind, 
No Ray of Pity cheers my Mind. 
In vain my Suff' rings I deplore: 
Alas! ſweet Freedom comes no more. 


SONG CL. 


The Shepherd's Invitation. 


OME live with me, and be my Dear, 
And we will revel all the Year, 
In Plains and Groves, and Hills and Dales, 
Where fragrant Air breeds ſweeteſt Gales. 


There ſhall you have the beauteous Pie, 
The Cedar and the ſpreading Vine; 
And all the Woods to be a Screen, 

Left Phæbus kiſs my Summer's Queen. 


The Seat, of our fond Sports, ſhall be 
Over ſome River, in a Tree, 
Where filver Sands, and Pebbles ſing 
Eternal Ditties to the Spring. 


There ſhall you ſee the Nymphs at play, 
And how the Satyrs ſpend the Day; | 
The Fithes gliding on the Sands, 

Off ring themſelves to your fair Hands. 
The Birds, from their ſoſt, op'ning Throats 
Shall pour ſorth ſweztly-ſoothing Notes, 


W bich to your Senjes ſhall impart 
A Muſic to inflame the Heart. 


Upon 
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ſpon the bare, the leafleſs Oak 
he Ring- Doves Wooings will provoke 
colder Blood, than you poſſeſs 
o play with me, and do no leſs. 


Bowers whoſe Fragrance 2 Delight, 
leas d, we'll out- wear the filent Night; 
Vhilſt Flora buſy is to ſpread 

er richeſt Treaſures on our Bed. 


en thouſand Glow-Worms ſhall attend, 
nd their gay-ſparkling Luſtres lend; 
All to adorn a deaurify 

our Lodging with more Majeſty. 


hus, as we paſs the live-long Night, 
n Pleaſures ſoft, and fond Delight ; 
be nimble Fairies, on the Ground, 
hall dance, reſponſive to ſweet Sound. 


{ theſe, my Fair-One, can entice 

our Preſence, to Love's Paradiſe, 

hen come. with me, and be my Dear, 
nd, inſtant, we'll begin the Year. 


SONG Cll. 
The Anſwer, 


F a!l the World, and Love, were young, 
| And Truth in ev'ry Shepherd's Tongue, 
1'neſe pretty Pleaſures might me move, 

o live with thee, and be thy Love. 


ime drives the Flocks from Field to Fold, 
Vhen Rivers rage, and Rocks grow cold, 
And Philome] becometh dumb; 

he reſt complain of Cares to come. 


he Flow'rs do fade in wanton Fields, 
he wayward Winter Reck'ning yields: 
A honey Tongue, a clearc of Gall, 

5 Fancy's Spring, but Sorrow's Fall, 


( 33) 


Thy Gowns, thy Shoes, thy Beds of Rofes, 
Thy Cap, thy Handkerchief and Poſies, 
Soon break, ſoon wither, ſoon forgotten, 
In Folly ripe, in Reaſon retten. a 


Thy Bed of Straw, and Ivy Buds, 
Thy Coral Claſps, and Amber Studs, 
All theſe in me no Mind can move 
To go to thee, and be thy Love. 


SONG elII. 


Lᷣ VERS, you who pine with Woe, 
From my deep-felt Anguiſh know, 
W hat it coſts a Fair-One's Heart 

To diſguiſe it, deep, with Art: 

Let my Cheeks, my ſtreaming Eyes, 
Speak the Pangs which thence ariſe. 


SONG CIV. 


LAS! methinks I hear him figh. 
Sweet Charmer, ſtop ; I'll with thee die. 
t 


y tender Heart, weigh'd down with Woe, 
On thee will its laſt Pang beſtow. 
To my ſad Soul thou'rt ever dear, 
For till I boaſt a Flame fincere. 
Yet, if thou'lt not my Tongue believe, 
View my wan Cheeks, ſee how I grieve. _ 
O know, fiftitious was my Hate 
On thee, alone, depends my Fate. 


SONG Cy. 


HILST Ichus my Charmer leave, 
Let her ſpare the aching Sigh. 

My fond Heart *twou'd ſadly grieve, 

Shou'd a Tear drop from thine Eye. 


_ 


Think 
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ex not that I fink thro' Woe, 
'Cauſe theſe rankling Shackles bind, 
mph, one tender Glance beſtow, 


And thou'lt heal my wounded Mind. 


SONG CVI. 


OPE's genial Ray 
Illumes my Breaſt ; 
rives Grief away, 


Gives balmy Reft. 


Love melts in Tears 

At my paſt Pains ; 
Ah me! for Years, 

I've dragg'd his Chains. 
But Fate, at laſt, 

Sheds Comfort round : 


My Woes all paſt, 
Wich Bliſs I'm crown'd. 


SONG cui. 


ROMETHEUS, when firſt from Heav'n high, 
He brought down Fire, till then on Earth unſeen ; 
nd of Delight, a Satyr ſtanding by, 

Gave it a Kiſs, as it a Sweet had been. 


kling forthwith, the other burning Power, 

Vex'd - the Smart, with Shouts and Shriekings 
rill, | 

ſought his Eaſe in River, Field and Bower ; 

But, for the Time, his Grief went with him Rill, 


filly I, with that unwonted Sight 

In human Shape, (an Angel from above) 

ding mine Eyes, th* Impreſſion there did light, 

T hat fince I run, or ſtop, as pleaſes Love. 

The Diff rence is: the Satyr's Lips, my Heart, 
He for a while, I evermore have Smart. 


SONG 
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SONG CVILL - 


NGRATEFULY I thy Wiſhes know, 
Thou' dſt have me plunge the Dagger deep. 
Yes : ſoon my guiltleſs Blood ſhall flow, 
And Death indulge eternal Sleep. 


Yet, when I'm vaniſh'd from thine Eyes, | 
Thy Error thou, too late mait fee ; 14 

May'ſt mourn her, who, with ceaſeleſs Sighs, 
(Love's fatal Tribute ]) dy'd for thee. 


.SONG CIX. 


ILENCE, in Love, denotes more Woe 
Than Words, tho' &'er ſo wittyz © 

A Beggar that is dumb, you know, | 
May challenge double Pity. - - 


Then wrong not, Charmer of my Heat, 
My Love for ſecret Paſſion : 

He ſmarteth moſt, who hides his Smart, 

And merits moſt Compaſſion, _ 


\ .$ONG cx. 
HEN, thro' Grief, a Lover pines, 
(Blaſted all his fond Deſigns ;) 
On his Soul dire 'Fortures prey; 
Force him, from himſelf, away: W. 


Pangs conceiv'd by thoſe alone, b£ 
Who the Pow'r of Beauty own. 0 W. 


Dreading for his darling Fair, 
All his Thoughts are fix'd on her; 
And, ſo ſtrongly in his Breaſt, 
Her dear Image is imprelt ; 
That, to other Objects blind, 

She engroſſes all his Mind. 


— 
9 


— — — 8 


SONG 


VG 


(ar) 


SONG CXT. 09145 

RON G not, fair Miſtreſs of my Heart, 
The Merit of true Paſſion, | 

ith thinking that he feels no Smart, 
Who ſues for no Compaſſion.” 


nce, if my 'laints'were not approve . 
The Conquelt of thy Beauty, 

comes not from Defe& of Love, 

But Fear t exceed my Duty. 


pr, knowing that I ſue to ſerve 
A Saint, of ſuch Perfection, 
s all deſire, but none deſerve 
A Place in her Affection.) 


ather chuſe to want Relief, 

Than venture the revealing : 

here Glory recommends the Grief, 
Deſpair diſdains the Healing. 


SONG CXIL 


H E Beauties which adorn-thy Face, 
| No Guſt of Paſſion can deform : 
ro Sorrow's cloud they dart a Grace; 
In Wrath they gild, like Sal, the Storm. 


vely as Venus is my Fair, 

When winning Smiles bid Dimples riſe ; 
y Charmer has fam'd Pa/las Air, 
When Anger flaſhes from her Eyes. 


SONG CXIII. 


YE L 1A of Venu Stock muſt be 
For Beauty's comely Grace; 

Criſel for her Gravity; 

A Helen for her Face. 


(42) 


A ſecond Pallas for her Wit, 

A Goddeſs rare in Sight ; 
A Dian for her Daintineſs, 

She is ſo chaſte a Wight. 


View her ſweet Frame with curious Eye, 
Each Limb from Top to Toe, 
And you ſhall ſay, I tell but Truth, 
Who thus extol her ſo. 


Her Head, as Chief that ſtands aloft, 
And overlooks the reſt, | 

With Wiſdom is ſo fully fraught, 
She Pallas ſeems confeſs'd. 


Two Ears that truſt no trifling Tales, 
Nor credit Rumours wild ; 

Yet ſuch as hear the humbleſt Suit, 
With Spirit ſweetly-mild. 


Her Eyes are ſuch as will not gaze 
On 'Things not worthy Sight ; 
And, where ſhe ought to caſt a Look, 
She will not wink in Spite. 


Not golden Grains which Mariners 
From foreign Regions bring; 

Nor circling Phe6«; radiant Beams 

Which from his Godhead ſpring : 


Nor antient Amber held in Price 
By Reman Matrons old, 

May be compar'd with her ſoft Locks, 
W hich brighter ſhine than Gold. 


Her Noſe ſo well her Face adorns, 
In middle juſtly plac'd, 

That it at no time will permit 
Her Charms to be defac'd. 


Her Mouth's ſo ſmall, her Teeth ſo white, 
They ev'ry Beauty own ; | 

Her Lips, where glows the livelieſt Red, 
Exceed the Coral Stone. 


(43) 


at need I to deſcribe her Cheeks ? 
er Chin? or her fair Pap ? 

r they are all, as tho' the Roſe 
Lodg'd in the Lilly's Lap. 

hy ſhou'd I on the reſt inſiſt, 

Dr other Cliarms depaint ? - 
little Hands, with Fingers long? 
Words are all too faint. 


this I ſay in her Behalf, 

If Helen were her like ; 
Paris need not to. diſdain 

er thro' the Main to ſeek. 


r Menelaus was unwiſe ; 

Or martial Trojans mad, : 
den he with them, or they with him, 
or her ſuch Conteſt had. 


nder s Labour was not loſt, 
ho ſwam the ſurging Seas, 
ers was of ſuch a Hue, 

hom he ſo ſought to pleaſe. 


W needed Mars the Taunts regard, 
\nd laughing of the reft, 

uch the Fair-One was, with whom 
e lay in Yulcan's Neſt. 


J Charms ſo lovely ſhone, 
{chilles cou'd we blame, 
o left the Camp, and fled the Field. 
or loſing ſuch a Dame? 


he in Ida had been ſeen 
With Pallas and the reſt, 
e Paris ſcarcely wou'd have choſe 
weet Venus, as the beſt. 


it Pygmalion had enjoy'd 
\ Glimpſe of ſuch a Face; 


wou'd not then his Statue bright 
o fervently embrace. 


W. 


(469: 
But why employ ſo many Words, 
On Things to Each-One plain? 


I almoſt doubt, if Natur- Kind 
Can form the like og dt 


FIT 


So ey. NIEHS 


H E gently-murm'ring, Eur Rill | 
* Deſcending from a Chad top'd =] z 
u 


nconfin'd, at large it ſtray, 

Ne ſportive Sallies mark its Way: 
But when reſtrain d, by Art, it lies, 
Exulting, thro” the Tube it lies; | 
And, lighter, in the yielding Air, 
Dances in glitt'ring Circles there. 

Thus my fond Heart, which Woes farround,. 
Grows ſtronger from Affliction's Wound: 
Riſes beneath Oppreſſion's Weight ; 
Victorious o'er oppofing Fate, 


so N xv. 


ELENT LESS Gods ! w n 
R To ſome kind Shepherd 

hen, for my ſtray'd . 1 might i ; 
And this my ſole Allay of Mirth ? 
Whilſt, folded by — gentle Youth, 
His Lips wou'd charm with ſpotleſs Truths. 
Thus, in ſome Hut, ſupremely bleſt, 

I had not wept my hapleſs Lot; 


But found, in Deſarts, balmy Reſt, Br 

And Edin, in one lonely Spot. 
| A 
| SONG CXVI. | N 

IVE place, ye Ladies, and be vine 
Or inſtant, proſtrate, fall z r 
For here at hand approaches one, 

Who will eclipſe you all. A 
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e Splendor of her Countenadee 
Ercrlls the precious Stans; 
wiſh to have no other Book 


To read, or gaze upon, 


n each of her two Cryſtal Eyes, 

Smileth the beauteoug Boy z 

Vith Rapture it wou'@ fill you all, 
To ſee thoſe Lamps of Joy. 


ature, methinks, has loſt the Mould, 
Whence ſhe her Form did take; 

Dr much I doubt, if Nature cou d 

So ſweet a Creature make. 


ith Juſtice may ſhe he e 
To the rare Pharnix kind; 

hoſe like was never ſeen nor heard, 
That any Bard can find. 


n Life ſhe is Diana chaſte ; 
In Truth Penelope; 

dtedfaſt in Promiſes and Deeds: 
What more can added be? 


If the wide World were ſought n 

Where find a Nymph ſo bright? 
Her Beauty twinkleth like a Star, 
Dazling in froſty Night. 


Her ſprightly Colour comes and goes 

With a moſt beauteous Grace ; 
Brighter it ſhines than does the Roſe, 
In her Angelic Face. 


At Bacchus? Feaſt none ſhall her meet, 

Nor —— at 2 Play; 

Nor gazing wildly in the Street; 

. — — ing far aſtray. - 

The modeſt Mirth my Nymph. does uſe, 
Is mix'd with Shanefalioeſ ; 

All 77 ſhe wholly does refufe, 

And hateth Idleneſs, 


' 6:46) 


O! how delightful tis to'ſee 7 0 
How Virtue can repair; 19% 
And deck her in ſuch Honeſty, 
Whom Nature form'd ſo fair. 


My Fair-One does as far exceeded 
The Females now a-days, + 
As the bright Gilliflow'r, a Weed: 

No Words cou'd ſpeak her Praiſe. 


Ah! how ſhall I re a Graff 
Of this celeſtial Tree? 

The reſt, to her compar'd, are Chaf, 
Which ſeem good Corn to be. 


This Gift alone to her I'll give, 
When Death cuts ſhort her Span: 

Her honeſt Fame ſhall ever live, 
And be rever'd by Man. 


SONG CXVII. 


85 RON GL thoſe Words pervade the Heart 
The trueſt, fondeſt Bliſs impart | 
Which breathe in love · ſick Sighs. 
But chiefly, it from beauteous Lips 
The liſt'ning Fair-One Nectar lie. 
Sweet Tranſports round her riſe. 


SONG CXVIII. 


Simile, on a Sit of Te Drinters. 


— O Fairy Elves their Morning - Table ſpread 
O'er a white Muſhroom's hoſpitable Head. 
In Acorn. Cups the merry Goblins quaff 

The pearly Dews ; they ſing, they love, they langt 
Melodious Muſic trembles thro' the Sky, 
And airy Sounds along the Green-Wood die. 


SON 


(47) 
SONG CXIX. 


The Graſbopper, 


APPY Inſe&! ever bleſt 
With a more than mortal Reſt ; 
Loſy Dews the Leaves among, 
umble Joys, and gentle Song! 
Vretched Poet! ever curſt 
With a Life of Lives the worlt ; 
Wd Deſpondence, reſtleſs Fears, 
ndleſs Jealoufies and Tears. 
In the burning Summer, thou 
arbleſt on the verdant Bough ; 
ſeditating cheerful Play, 
lindleſs of the piercing Ray; 
corch'd in Cupid's Fervors, I 
Lver weep, and ever die. 
Proud to gratify thy Will 
Ready Nature waits thee ſtill: 
Walmy Wines to thee ſhe pours, 
eeping thro' the dewy Flow'rs : 
Rich as thoſe by Hebe giv'n 
o the thirſty Sons of Heav'n. 
Yet, alas! we both agree, 
Miſerable thou hke ma, 
Each alike, in Youth, rehearſes 
Gentle Strains, and tender Verſes ; 
ver wand'ring far from Home, 
Mindleſs of the Days to come, 
(Such as aged Winter brings 
Trembling on his Icy Wings) 
Both alike at laſt we die, 
Thou art ſtarv'd, and ſo am I. 


SONG CXX. 
EVER, O never, peerleſs Fair 
Baniſh my Image from thy Breaſt ; 
But fave thyſelf ; be this thy Care: 
To Love and Strepbos leave the reſt. 


eart 


langt 


ON 
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Know that my Life, my Strength of Soul ; 
That Peace the Fates to Virtue lend; 
With Hope, which can dire Woes controul : 

On thee, theſe Bleflings all depend. 


SONG CXXI. 
S faſt beſide a murm'ring Stream, 
In bliſsful Viſions Cupid lay, 
Chloe, as ſhe ſoftly came, 
Snatch'd his golden Shafts away. 


From Place to Place, in ſad Surprize, 
The Deity in Anger flew: 

Trembling, in his ruddy Eyes 
Hung the pearly Drops ef Dew. 


So on the Roſe, in blooming May 
When purple Phœbus riſes bright, 
Liquid Gems of Silver lay, 
Piercd with glitt'ring Gems of Light. 
Fair Venus with a tender Languiſh 
Smiling, thus her Son addreſt, 


As he murmur'd out his Anguiſh 
Trembling on her ſnowy Breaſt. 


Peace, gentle Infant, I implore, 
Nor laviſh precious Tears in vain ; 
Chloe, when the Jelt is o'er, 
Brings the uſeleſs. Shafts again, 


Can Chloe need the Shafts of Love, 
Young, blooming, witty, plump and fair? 
Charms and Raptures round her move, 
Murm'ring Sighs, and deep Deſpair, 


Millions for her unheeded die; 
Millions to her their Bleflings owe; 
Ev'ry Motion of her Eye 
Murthers more than Cup;d's Bow. 


(49) | | 


SONG CXXIL 


E feather'd Minſtrels of the Plain, 

| Who careleſs rove from Spray to Spray ; 
zo fondly ſooth your amorous Pain, 

s your ſweet Warblings burſt away: 


to my Darling, waft my . 
My Accents as they, mournful, flow: 
Ill her, how Tears impearl theſe Eyes, 
WA nd that 'tis ſhe muſt charm my Woe. 


SONG CXXIIL 


AR from Mankind, my-weary Soul retire, 
Still follow Truth, Contentment fill defire. 
oclimbs on high, at beſt his Weakneſs ſhows ; 

o rouls in Riches, all to Fortune owes. 
ad well thyſelf, and mark thy early Ways, 
in is the Muſe, and Envy waits on Praiſe, 


3v'ring as Winds the Breath of Fortune blows, 

Power can turn it, and no Pray'rs compoſe. 

p in ſome Hermit's ſolitary Cell, 

poſe, and Eaſe, and Contemplation dwell. 
Conſcience guide thee in the-Day of Need ; 

ige well thine own, and then thy Neighbour's Deed. 


hat Heav'n beitows, with thankful Eye receive; 
ſt aſk thy. Heart, and then thro' Faith believe 
dwly we wander o'er a toilſome Way, | 
adows of Life, and Pilgrims of a Day. 

ho wreſtles in this World, receives a Fall. 

ok up on high, and thank thy God for all. 


SONG CXXIV. 


HO”, round the Pilot, Tempeſts roar ; 
Tho' long, in vain, he Gods implore, 

Yet he the wiſh'd-for Port may gain. 

d the firm Strand he oft may ſtray, 

d. to his much-lov'd Friends, diſplay 

The Perils of th* inconſtant Main. 


D SONG 


SON 


(30) 
SONG cxxv. 


AIL Maſonry ! thou Craft Divine! 
Glory of Earth, from Heav'n reveal'd; 
Which doſt 2 recious ſhine, 
From all but Maſon's Eye conceal'd. 
Thy Praiſes who can due rehearſe 
In nervous Proſe, or flowing Verſe? 


As Men from Brutes diſtinguiſh'd are, 
A Maſon other Men excells ; 
For what's in Knowledge chaſte and rare 
But in his Boſom ſafely dwells ? 
His filent Breaſt, and faithful Heart 
Preſerve the Secrets of his Art. 


From ſcorching Heat, and piercing Cold ; 
From Beaſts, whoſe Roar the Foreſt rends ; 
From the Aſſault of Warriors bold, 
The Maſon's Art Mankind defends. 
Be to this Art due Honour paid, 
From which Mankind receives ſuch Aid, 


| * of State that feed our Pride, 
(Diſtinctions troubleſome and vain ]) 
By Maſon's true are laid aſide: 


% 


Arts free - born Sons ſuch Toys diſdain: — 
Ennobled by the Name they bear; 
Diſtinguiſh'd by the Badge they wear. = 


Sweet Fellowſhip, from Envy free: 
Friendly Converſe of Brotherhood; 
The Lodges laſting Cement be, 
Which has for firmly ſtood. 
A Lodge thus built, for Ages paſt, 
Has laſted, and will ever laſt. 


| ruſts 

Then, in our Songs, be Juſtice done N 
To thoſe who have enrich'd the Art; 0] 
From Fubal down to Burlington, _ 
And let each Brother take a Part. urs'c 


Let noble Maſon's Health go round: dat 
Their Praiſe in lofty Lodge teſound. dy 


(51) 
SONG CXXVI. 
n  Daott. 
. O LUCINDA! if I'm dear, 


Dry that ſadly-trickling Tear, 
And ſuppreſs thoſe heaving Sighs. 
be. Whilſt with Anguiſh thou'rt oppreſs'd, 
Can Lucinda be at reſt, 
And her love-ſick Soul diſguiſe ? 


Bleſt with me, why Fears betray ? 
I cou'd weep my Eyes away. 


9: May dire Fate be ſooth'd at laſt ; 
4 Soon repay our Sorrows palt, 
With unceaſing, perfect Bliſs, 
Thus may Love, eternal bind; 
Heart in Heart be thus enſhrin'd, 
And each Moment ſweet as this. 


SONG CXXVT. . 
HO, Amorett, is now the Joy, 
Of thy fond Heart ? what blooming Bop 


ich- eſſenc'd, and on Roſe-Beds laid, 
ants 0'er thee in the Grotto's Shade? 


or whom, like rural Maidens fair, 

reath'ſt thou, with Flow'rs, thy flaxen Hal? ? 
ow oft ſhall he thy Faith arraign ? 

f the chang'd Gods how oft complain ? 


ith what Surprize, unwont, ſu 

ne low'ring 7 — and clouded Day ? 

he Youth, who now with Smiles careſt, 
ruſts in the Charms that make him bleſt * 


ho paints thee vacant, lovely, kind; 4 
nweening of the faithleſs Wand ! 

urs d] Who in thoſe falſe Smiles conkide 3 

dat on that darling Face untry'd ! 


ONE - =-__ Is 


ry 
« 
| 
* 
7 
** 
* 
by 
2 
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In yonder Tablet tis expreſs'd, 

That I have hung my Sea-dank Veſt, 
An Off ring, in his ſacred Shrine; 

To the great Pow'r who rules the Brine, 


SONG CXXVIIT: 
LOUD not thus thy ſhining Eyes, 
For 1 ſhall not, (Fair One] bleed. 
Fate I'll combat, and ſucceed, 
Tho” ſurrounding Furies riſe. 
I thy Soul's fond Truth implore : 
Grant me this, I'll aſk no more. 


8 ON G CXXIX. 


ROM Virtue's Laws who ne'er departs, 
O Julio ſafe may go 
Without the Mooriſb Lance or Bow, 
Or Quiver ſtor'd with poiſon'd Darts, 
The Wombof Woe! 


Whether thro' Lybia's ſcorching Land, 
To journey he provides 
By ſavage Cancasr rocky Sides ; 

Or where the Stream o'er golden Sand, 
Of Indus glides. 


For whilſt, with Norman Landſkip cy, 
To my ſweet Lute I play'd, 
And, wrapt in Harriet, ſtra v5 3 

A Wolf eſpy'd me, all unarm' 
And fled diſmay'd. 


A direr Portent, nor a PER 

Has warlike Daunia view'd, - 

Thro' her vaſt Wilds and Foreſts rade; 
Nor Fuba's arid Realms, 956 e a 
The Lion-Brood. 


Bear me to cold and whitty Plains, 
Where no fair-bloſſom'd Trees i 
Bring on the ſoft-aſpiring Breeze; 

But Fogs abound, andchilly Rains, 
With Deus that freeze. 


WH 


hrphy 
aſs 


(53) 


n the burnt Climate let me reek ; 

The houſeleſs, deſart Iſle! | 
There Harriot ſhall my Cares beguile ; 
y Harriet that does ſweetly ſpeak, 

And ſweetly ſmile ! 


SONG CXXX. 


WD OUZ'D by Neceſſity to Arms, 
J The Soldier ſleeps mid War's Alarms: 
Plithe ſings the Pilot, tho' each Wave, 
Wcoop'd by the Wind, preſents a Grave. 
Neceſſity can Pangs beguile, 

and ev'n in Death-extort a Smile. 


Fir'd, thro* Neceflity, to rage, 

he timid Beaſt will fierce engage; 
ill greatly dare; put forth his Might, 
And riſe ſuperior in the Fight: 

Wt the ſtern Foe exulting fly; 

Nad conquet gloriouſly, or die. 


SONG CXXXI. 


Chorus. 


O ME all away, 
Come and ſing, and dance, and play, 
'I is the Shepherd's Holiday. 


Seh. Leave the Mountain, leave your Home, 
To the Vale of Pleaſure come ; 
Never fear your Flocks will ſtray, 
Pan protects em whilſt we play. 


brpher. Happy Manſions, pleaſant Shades, 
aſs, Seats of Innocence and Eaſe; 
Gentle Shepherds, tender Maids, 
Sweet Abode of ſmiling Peace; 
Ev'ry Grace and Joy poſſeſſing, 
Welcome him who gives the Hegg. 


D 3 Shepherds. 


(54) 


Amyntor's: watchful Care maintains 

Theſe quiet Ficlds from Harms ; 
His Wiſdom awes the rougher Swains ; 
The Mild his Goodneſs charms. KS. 
When Pau the Grecian Shepherds ſway'd ihr, 
He ne'er was more ador'd ; 
They out of Fear their God obey'd, 3? 

We out of Love, our Lord. 


Shepherdeſs, When Venus, deck d with heav*nly Charm: b 
Once wood a Mortal to her Arms, ; 
| 
n 


Ibepherds. 


Al 
n 


All but the cruel, ſtupid Boy, 

Beheld her with tranſporting Joy : 

The Flocks and Herds refus'4 to graze, 

And Men and Beaſts cou'd only gaze. 

Aurelia s Beauties thus a , 

Thus ſhining, thus tranſporting here. 

Shepherds. For him we flow'ry Chaplets bring, 

The faireſt Product of the Spring. 


Shepher- For her we Crowns of Roſes weave, - Mi 
al. Which both with cheerful Looks receive. 
| And with as cheerful Hearts we give; 


Thus loving, and belov'd, we live. F 

SON G CXXXI.. i 

HIV RING on the Sia Shore, = 
Thus I hear my Szrephon cry: 6 


Laſting Love to me you ſwore, 
Vet, alas! beguil'd am I.“ 


Blame not (darling Vouth) thy Bride; 
She'll revenge thy luckleſs Doom. 
O 'twill then be all her Pride, 
To ſleep by thee in the Tomb ! 


SONG CXXXIIF. 
O Hill and Dale I tell my Care; | 
To Rocks and Streams how I deſpair ; 
To faithleſs Winds my Fortune mourn, 
The Winds (in Sighs) my Plaint return; 


'The ur 


(55) | 
Erne Streams in Murmurs ; Hill and Date, 
And hollow Rocks my Fate bewail ; 
In Echoes kindly they reſound 
My Moan, and ſeem to feel my Wound. 
e only, who ſhou'd hear, is deaf; 
e only that can give Relief, 
Deſpiſes me, and mocks my Grief. 


SONG CXXKIV. 


o! where my Soul, from Evils freed, |, 
| Fondly. diſſolv'd in amorous Sighs ; 
n Wings of Love, with ſwiſteſt Speed, 
To my dear Charmer's Boſom flies. 
No more ſhall Anguiſh or Deſpair, 
With Scenes of Horror fright my Fair. 


SONG CXXXV:;: 


E Birds, who in our Foreſts ſing, 
Ye Winds that wanton with our Trees ; 


e Streams that murmur to forſake their Spring: 
Be ſilent ye bigh-ſwelling Seas, 


Attend the rural Song. | 
is Love's the Theme, Dove all our Lays employs, 
W arcnt of heav*nly Verſe, and heav'nly Joys : 
Vith Numbers ſoft as their Deſires, 
ith Words and Notes which ſpeak theit Fires, 
He warms the tuneful Throng. 


SONG CXXXVI. 
NDERNEATH a gloomy Shade, 


Zy an ancient Poplar made; 
'talſt the Zephyrs round her play, 
bee thus complaining lay, 

Where ſhall I Philander find?” 

cho anſwer'd her, Behind.” » 
hrice ſhe turn'd, and ſaw 'twas falle, 
urſing Echo's lying Tales; 


D 4 


(36) 
Thus ſhe mourn'd again, and ſaid, 
% Whither is Philander fled ? 
* From his Flocks, his Friends and me: 
When ſhall I my Lover ſee ? 
« Whither turn to find him out:“ he 
Echo anſwer'd her: © About.” 


SONG CXXXVII. T 
PPEAR, old Hymen, from thy Cell, | | 

A Where unſpotted Pleaſures dwell ; T 
Where thy Torch, with beauteous Light, 
Triumphs o'er the Shades of Night. on! 
Come, at Cupid's dread Commands, On 


Join theſe happy Lovers Hands ; 
Let 'em be for ever join'd, 
He be conſtant, ſhe be kind. 


SONG CXXXVIIL 


HAM N joins you, happy Pair, 
Taſte the Sweets of harmleſs Pleaſure ; 

Joys which you've no need to fear, 
Without Guilt, and without Meaſure. 


Love has bleſs'd thee, happy Swain, 
Go pa ſſeſs his richeſt Treaſure ; 

Happy Maid, you bluſh in vain, 
Duty now is join'd with Pleaſure. 


SONG CXXXIX. 


HE Hero his Laurels to Love ſhall reſign ; 
The Courtier his Pride, and the Toper his Wine 
The Saint his Devotion, the Virgin her Vow ; 
All States and Conditions, the High and the Low ; (i 
All Ages and Sexes to Cupid ſhall bow. 
Raile your Notes, and lift 'em high, 
Love's immortal Praifes fing ; 
O'er the Vallies let 'em ring, 
For Muſic charms the Gods, amid their Joys. 


SONG 
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SONG CXL, 


H! the golden Ape is paſt, 
Which our happy Fathers bleſs'd ; 
nen, whate'er they long'd to taſte, 


They but wiſh'd for, and poſſeſs'd. 


e Meads ſhone with unfading Flowers, 

The Birds ne'er ceas'd to ſing; 

a then, without the Help of Showers, 
They ſaw eternal Spring, 


vers then with Milk were fill'd; 
oney, from the Trees, diſtill'd; 
one attempted then the Main, 

or expos'd their Lives for Gain. 

ee from Danger, Want or Care; 
ce from Tumult, Noiſe and War; 
ey a thouſand Joys poſſeſs d: 
Wd, as Gods, were ſweetly bleſs'd. 


SONG CXLI. 


P thow'ſt felt the am'rous Dart, — 
Pity my ſoft, yielding Heart; 

Walour, more than Beauty's Aw, 

ay attract the gazing Fair. 


Beauty is a fading Flows ; 
eroiſm bas ſtronger Pow'r: 
his can ev'ry Charm ſupply, 
nd inchant a Maiden's Eye. 


SONG CXLIH. 


HE Maxims our firſt Parents knew, 
They were by Nature taught ; 

bat, what they had a Mind to do, 

They might, without a Fault. 


he Virgin never bluſh'd to ſhow, 

By Day, her naked Charms; 

and, when ſhe lov'd a Swain, wou'd ge 

With Freedom to his Arms. f 

D 5 In 
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In daiſy'd Meads they danc'd and play'd ; 
In Fountains kiſs'd and toy'd : 
The Youth then boldly took his Maid, 
And what he lik'd, enjoy d. 


But now, when Men the Bleſſing want, 
They long muſt court the Fair, in vain; 
For Honour will not let em grant 
The Pleaſure they deny with Pain. 


SONG CALI. 


HEN a Lover 
We diſcover, 
Mock our fad Sighs ; 
Our Vows deſpite, | 
Soon tort'ring Smart 
Diſtracts our Heart. 
Tho' we may boaſt 
An hundred true; 
In Anguiſh loſt, 
Peace bids adieu. 


SONG CXLIV. 
ELL us, Cupid, in what Schools, 
By what Malters, by what Rules, 
We muſt be taught to love ? 
How thou doſt inform the Weak ; 
Teach the ignorant to ſpeak, 
Like the Gods above ? 


"Tis thou alone doſt Warmth impart ; 
Our Thoughts and Words improve: 
And only thoſe who learn thy Art 
Of thee, ſnou'd ſing of Love. 


Ioſpir'd by thee, the rudeſt Mind 
In ſofteit Notes complains ; 

Wit then in Savages we find, 
And Eloquence in Swaine. 


Lovers, 


8 


(39) 
vers, by broken Words and Sizhs, 
Their Meaning can expreſs ; 


Wd by their Carriage, or their Eyes, 
We may their Withes gueſs. 


S ONG CXLV. 


O more ſhall my fair Idol mourn 3 
Fond, faithful, I to her return. 
lid the dread Dangers of the Field, 

eat Cupid was my guardian Shield. 

If he his gen'rous Laws revere ; 

If ftill ſhe a Flame ſincere; 

Bleſs'd, III diſpel her ev'ry Fear. 


SONG CXLVI. 


AIDS, comply with Love in time, 
Eer your Error grows a Crime 3 
r he makes you yield by Force. 
1! conſider 'twill be worſe 
d rebel, and be {ubdu'd ; 
ea obey him as ye ſhow'd. 
hen he ſummons you at firſt, 
4d, or elſe expect the worſt, 


SONG CXLVII. 


OVE, how gentle are thy Pains ! 
How delightful are thy Chains! 

my Darling I enjoy, 

brtures ſhall no more annoy. 

thing Anguiſh ! pleaſing Smart! 

e's ſoft Shackles glad the Heart, 

hen a Train of Sorrows paſs'd, 

ſs long wiſh'd for, comes at laſt. 


aſts who roam thro” trackleſs Woods; 
u that glide in Silver Floods, 

nder Pangs, fond Sorrows prove. 
Things bow to * * 


SONG 
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$ ON G CXLVIII. 


APPY Monarch, who with Beauty, 
Tireſome Cares of State beguiles ; 
hoie fair Subjects pay their Duty 
In conſenting Looks and Smiles. 
Who, from the noiſy Battle comes, 
From the ſhrill Trumpet's Clangor, and the thun. 
dring Drums, 7 
With Love's ſoft Accents to compoſe 
His Paſſion, ruffled by his Foes. 
And happy ſte, whoſe Eyes can dart, 
A killing Shaft to reach his Heart ; 
For ſure more Glory can no Female have, 
Than ſhe whoſe Charms a Conqu'ror can enſlave; | 
Who, the World's Lord, her ſighing Capuve 


views, ; 
And, in their mighty Monarch, all Mankind. 
ſubdues, ; f 
sONG CXLX. 5 


V AINLY thou prid'ſt in Charms of Face; 
In thee I not one Beauty trace. 

Thy luring Arts, thy fraudſul Smile, 
Shall uot my wary Heart begaile. 


From thy deſtructive Shackles free, 
Love ne'er illum'd my Bieaſt, for thee. 
The only Boon I now implore, 

Is, that thoud'ſt think of me no more. 


SONG CL. 


NDULGENT Heav'n has fix'd my Lot, 
In the mott happy, human State; 
Above the poor, neglected Wretch, 
Below the cver-anxious Great, 


Deſpiſing 
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ſpifing thoſe miſtaken Joys, 

The High, the Wealthy ſeem to have; 
piry him who's doom'd to be 

The Slave of ev'ry fawning Slave. 


bounteous Fate - nothing want 

W hich craving Nature can require: 

WT he Gods I praiſe for what they give, 
then BY And check the Rage of wild Deſire. 


hen factious Broils divide the Realm, 
And Party-Force, or Fraud prevaik, 
Ver me the ruſhing Ruin flies, 

Whilſt it the tow'ring Great aſſails. 


trigues of State ne'er break my Reft, 
Nor Plots diſturb my waking Thoughts: 
ill be my Care to mend my on, 


Nor cenſure other People's Faults. 
Wontented with my humble Lot, 


At no one's Titles I repine ; 
r think myſelf leſs bleſt than he | 
Whoſe hoarded Wealth 15 more than mine. 


his buſy World appears to me, 
Merely an Ing upon the Way ; 
Ind whate'er haps, avails not much, 
To one who calls, but cannot ſtay. 


ave; 
ptive 


kind 


. 


SONG CLI. | 


E airy Forms, ye flitting Shades, 
| From Seats infernal riſe ; 

he Anguiſh which my Soul invades, 
O calm, and glad my Eyes ! 


Th' inſenſible, the haughty Fair, 

Who tortures thus my Heart; 

erſelf, deep-pluiig'd in black Deſpair, 
Shall feel, with Tears, my Smart. 


iſing SONG 
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SONG CLFF. 


HEN to that dear, but inauſpicious Bow'r, W 
Fann'd with the Breath of ev'ry fragram 
Flow'r, 2 | 
(Where circting Bonghs, in verdant Pomp array d, 
Paint the ſtill Covert with a pleafing Shade) 
You, love-diſſembling, feign a kind Retreat, 
Your Looks all mild, and languiſhingly ſweet, 


Say, Delia, ſay, what gay, unpractic'd Youth, 
Lur'd by that Air of unafizated I ruth ; 

What gaudy Stripling eager to be bleſs'd, 
Sinks a glad Victim on thy perjur'd Breaſt ? 
And whilſt eſſential Sweets their Odours ſpread, 
Claſps thee with Ardor on the roſy Bed ? 


O wond'rous Nymph ! whoſe piercing Charms confeſs 


Thy Form reſiſtleſs, fimple in thy Dreſs ; 


Beauteous by Nature, without Art too fair, 
Tell me, for whom thy Amber-colour'd Hair 
In filken Wreathes its radiant Luſtre ſhews, 
Plays to each Motion, and in Ringlets flows? 


111-fated Youth ! undone, whoe'er he be; 
For whilſt you thus, moſt amiably free, 
With ſpecious Innocence your Joys diſpenſe, 
And feaſt with Extaſy the raviſh'd Senſe ; 
He, loſt in Traniport, forms an airy. Scene 
Of vaſt Delight; the Heav'ns appear ſerene. 


Smooth glides the Surface of the cryſtal Stream, 
And Fancy wantons in the golden Dream; 

Still hopes the ſame, and credulouſly fond 

Boaſts thee ſecure in Faith's eternal Bond ; 
Alas! too ſoon he'll find his raſh Miſtake, 
When, from the {oft Deluſion, forc'd to wake. 


Starting, he views the Heav'ns-with Clouds o'er-caſt, 
The furrow'd Ocean black*ning to the Blaſt 
Of angry Winds ; and all the promis'd Bliſs 


Sunk in the Tumult of the dread Abyſs ; 
How 


(630 
ow will he then, in wild Deſpair, lament 
he wond'rous Change, and curſe the ſad Event, 


ods ! what a Train of Ills thoſe Wretches wait, 


„vs proudly court their yet untaſted Fate; 
"an Haze on thy Charms, yet not ſuſpect thy Wiles, 
q nd catch at Ruin in ambiguous Smiles. 

, 


ce, big with Hope, I ſpread my ſwelling Sails, 
inly ſecure of ever-proſp'rous Gales. | 


t ſcarcely launch'd into the Deep, was met 
warring Winds, by raging Waves beſet. 

Wong on the faithleſs Ocean rudely toſt, * 
1 eSport of Storms, my Bark at length was loſt ; 
hen a kind Triton, ruſhing to my Aid ; 

zught me expiring, and to Land convey'd. 


w ſafe on Shore, by Neptune's great Decree, 
With pious Gratitude I II quit the Sea: | 
ſion no more, with all its glitt'ring Train 
rar tic Joys, ſhall tempt me out again; 
Wt fy born Reaſon ſtill the Tide contronl, 

dd Virtue fix her Empire in my Soul. 


SONG CLIIL 


H ECATE and Cerberus, 
Offspring of Erebs: ; 
From Realms of Night 
Emerge to Sight ; 
Give Horrors Birth ! 


Ye Furies riſe ! 

Flaſh in our Eyes! 

Haſte from your Cells, 

Where Anguiſh dwells, 
And ſplit the Earth. 


The Earth divides: 
Our Work is crown'd : 
The Monſter glides. 
Sound, (Victory !) ſound. 
All Things obey 
Our dreaded Sway. 


low 
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SONG CLIV. 


HEN firſt, S9phronia, on thy Charms I paz's, WM 
From thoſe bright Eyes what Rays of Gloy 
blaz'd! | I 

Lightning ( 'tis ſaid) ſo ſubtle is the Fire, 
Will melt a Sword, and leave the Blade entire: 
Such was my Fate.—1 view'd me all around; 
No Scar directed to th' internal Wound. 
Hurt ſure I was : I ſelt the tingling Smart, 
Thro' Paths unſeen, invade my melting Heart: 
On this. the Lightning of thine Eyes did play, 
Till, by their Beams, twas quite diflolv'd away. 


SONG CLV. 


H! thy Cheeks tyrn aſhy Pale ; 
Thou muſt for thy Charmer fear. 
Shou'd thy frantic Love prevail, 
Loft is ev'ry Thing that's dear. 


Vet I pity thy fierce Flame; 
Oft I've felt the thrilling Dart. 
Do not till thy Griefs proclaim ; 
He'll return and caſe thy Smart. 


SONG CLVI. 


ACON and Leonilla, each an Eye C 
Had loſt ; yet both, for Form, with Gods might 
vie : 
To thy fair Mother (Boy) thine Eye reſign, 
Then thou like Cupid, ſhe'll like Venus ſhine, 


SONG CLVIL 


OM E happier Youth, my much lov'd Fair, 

0 Eur ptur'd, may thy Beauties preſs; 
But ren ſhal vith my Truth compare, 5 
Or with ſuch ſweet Eudearments bleſs, Tho ; 


(5) 
Tho! luckleſs, conſtant till am I; 
And, when my Spirit hence ſhall fly, 
= ru breathe, for thee, the lateſt Sigh. 
o | f | 


SONG CLVIIL. 
PERT, young Daw, trick'd up with various 


- Plumes 

Dropp'd from a Peacock's Tail) his Airs aſſumes; | 

WF hen mixing with the Tribes, the ſaucy Zack 

veighs againſt them all, becauſe they're black. 

im thus haranguing, in his full Career, 

Brother interrupted, with a Sneer. 

= Had'ft thou, in borrow'd Finery array'd, 

long Birds of other kind, thy Parts diſplay'd ; 
hus oddly dreſt,thou might'ſt have made them wonder, 
ho cou'd not know thy Head and Tail aſunder 

Fay learned Speech, without or Head or Tail 
hey might have lik'd, well pleas'd to hear thee rail. 
or us, with all this Infolence defy'd, 

bo know thy Malice, Ignorance and Pride: 

Nich Scorn thy ſtol'n, old Trumpery we view: 

WJ o us thy Impudence alone is new. | 


1 — 
. 


SONG CLIX. 


OW happy they, 
The Beaſts who ſtray 
Ihro' Woods or Meads, 
As Fancy leads ; 

And chuſe the Dart | 
Which wounds their Heart. 


My chequer'd Woe 
They never know. 
If Love's bright Flame 
Their Breaſls inflame, 
- * I's Sweetneſs all, 
Unmix'd with Gall, 


igbt 
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| SONG CLX. ro 
_ QINCET z Bard to commence, you are fir'd wii L 
Paſſion, K 


And write in Dramatic, becauſe tis the Faſhion; 
Since dire heathen Greet never puzzl'd your Noddiſ 
Nor Precepts antique from old Ariſtosle: | 
A few modern ones take, which will teach you n 

| better, 1 
To dictate a Play, tho' you can't ſcrawl a Letter. 


Take of Learning a Grain, for the Criticks in 
Of true Humour a — and a Dram of pure Wi 
An Ounce of Senſe far too much will be founif 


Half will do: but of Laureat-Aſſurance a Pound, Wl" 
Five double Entendyes in your Epilogue put, he 
To leave in the Ladies an Impreſſion of Smut. * 


SONG CLXI. 


O my abus'd, deep-forrowing Heart, 
Sweet Comfort can no more return. 
But ſhe, the Source of all my 6mart, 
Struck with a Soul-diſtrating Dart, 


Shall thro' Exceſs. of Anguiſh burn. : 
Iwill not, fingly, be diſtreſs, nc 
Nor waſte my Hours in bitter Sighs. 1 
Th' Ingrate who wounds my tender Breaſt, hi 
With Love, Remorſe, Deſpair opprefs'd, ne 
Shall, pale and ſhiv'ring, glad my Eyes, * 
SONG CLXII. h 


A Dirge. 

VI Sons of Induftry ! learn hence to know, * 
How far, in Fortune, patient Hope may ga. 

By ſafe Degrees, on Honour's firm Aſcent, N 


Slow- climbing Care, at laſt, will reach Content. Yel 
| | 4 
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et, ah! when up, forget not Want below, 


ſtretch your helping Hand to diſtant Woe. 

roſe the Man, whole Duſt inſhrines this Place; 
gain'd with Honour; and, ſo gave, with Grace, 

ve unenvy'd ; dead, unloft he lies ; 

know, a good Man's Influence never dies, 


d wi” 


* SONG CLXII.. 


ND wilt thou go: My Heart- ſtrings break ; 
Canſt thou thy Lover thus forſake ? 

plunge thy murth' ring Dagger deep, 

in NM cmer than leave me, 1ad, to 4 

e Wit ok kind!y on my piercing Griet : 

ſom =! I'm loſt to all Relief. 

nd, Wou'd-I had dy'd that fatal Day, 

hen my poor Heart was led aſtray: 

hou'd not then Compaſſion: Crave, 

t lumber, peaceful, in the Grave. 


7 
u mu 


ter. 


SONG CLXIV. 


On the Firft of April. 
ATURE is rifing from the dead: 
Froſts and Scythiam Snows are fled ; 
reas to his Cavern x i 
nd, tir'd with Winter- ring, fleeps 
dit Zephyrs from the Ocean move, 4 
he Birth - place of the Queen of Love : 
nd o'er the Meadows, Hills and Dales, 
ay with their ſweet, reviving Gales ; 
haſiug all Diſcontent, and Care, 5 


nd ev'ry Sadneſs, but Deſpair, 
h! CHLoeg, when, inchanting Fair? 


S8 CLXV. 

; HEN, by a Turn of wayward Fate, 
6 Fond Pbilamel has loſt his Mate. 
retching, for Flight, his tender Wings, 
ie by a moſſy Thorn he ſings ; 


2 Pours, 
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Pour, 4 forth his amorous Woe, 


Pathetic, ſhrill, melodious, flow : 
From Spray to Spray deſpairing flies, 


And waſtes the tedious Night in Sighhs. 


Regard'eſs of the Fowler's Snare, 
She's all his Wiſh, and all his Care. 
Abſent, from her, he's torne from Reſt; 
But ſhe return'd, he's doubly bleſs'd. 


SONG CLXVI. 


On the Ridotto al Freſco, in Vauxhall Garden, 
E Nymphs and Swains who love the Sport, 


And value Reputation; 

Come boldly all to Venn, Court, 

There no prim Juſtices reſort; 
Or none for Reformation. 


For now ſo pious are we grown, 


A Girl that's barely civil, 
Dares hardly ſhew her Face in Town, 
But ftalks in Corners up and down, 


As tho' her Deeds were evil. 


Then Thanks to thoſe of gen'rous Soul, 
Who prompted by good Reaſon ; 
Have found a Way without Controul, 
The Ardour of the Blood to cool, 
So heighten'd by the Seaſon, 


But till the Virtue of the Age 
Appears, ev'n in our Leudneſs ; 
For, tutor'd, by the modeſt Stage, 


At leaſt we keep from bare-fac'd Rape, 


Becauſe tis recken'd Rudeneſs. 


In Town this Trick has long got Ground 
Of amorous Maſquerading : 
The Reaſon's good, for all around _ 
Was nought but Maſquerading found, 
In every other Trading, 


Nay 


dent, 


5 


, 


„, this is not the firſt, (Folks ſay,) 
as been beyond the Water ; 

there, Fame tells us, ev'ry Day 

e Maſques are ſeen, tho” not ſo gay, 
WA nd of more canting Nature. 


en you, who wiſely right and wrong 

By Faſhion always mealure, 

WS {ave your Credit, join the Throng ; 

Wd you, who for that Same may long, 
Come for the Sake of Pleaſure. 


We ſomething new we here can't fail, 
If you'll defy all Dangers ; 

r tho' perhaps the Face be ſtale, 
Man may find his Spouſe's Tail, 
As new, as any Stranger's. | 


on the Bow'rs of Ida, 7ove 

Once met his Wife and Siſter, 

q Maſquerade ; and tho' her Love 

Jad long ſince ceas'd his Heart to move, 
He cou'd not then reſiſt her. 


State of Bliſs, by Laws not chain'd ! 
Which all the World wou'd ſhare in, 

lad Eve but from the Fruit refrain d; 

ut now tis to th' Cle reſtrain'd 

Who rove in this fam'd Garden. 


SONG CLXVIL 


| Y Feet all Motion loſe ; 
My Hands their Aid refuſe ; 
| icarce reftrain the Tear 
Is this or Love or Fear ? | 
hy lead me (Heart) aſtray, 
and cruelly betray ? | 
Ah! what Reward is here 
For my inceſſant Sighs ? 
Why, from a Love ſincere, 
Shou'd killing Anguiſh riſe, 


SONG 
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SONG CIXVIIL. 

HE humble Tenant of the rural Cot, 
| | Is forc'd to yield to Death's impartial Sw 
| Nor Kings, tho' guarded, ſcape the Peaſant's Lot, 
| But muſt, when ſummon' d, inſtantly obey, | 


SONG CLXIX. 


C7 LOF's return'd :=—Ye Hills rejoice! 
Ye Birds, ye Beaſts, O raiſe your. Voice ! 

Again ſhall lovelieſt Tints be ſeen, 

And ev'ry Mead enrich'd with Green; 

Again the Rivers limpid flow, 

And Flourets, on their Margin, grow. 


SONG CLXX. 


LEAD me where my Darling lies, 
Cold as the Marble Stone! 
I will awake her with my Cries ; 
Recall her with my Moan. 


Come from thy Bed of Clay, my Dear; 
See where thy Father ſtands; 

His Soul he ſneds forth, Tear by Tear, 
And wrings his wretehed Hands. 


But, Woe is me! thou canſt not riſe; 
Alas ! thou canſt not hear; 
Or, at thy tortur'd Father's Cries, 
Thou ſurely woud*ſt appear. 
Since then my Love, my Heart's Delight, 

Thou canſt not come to me; 


Rather then not enjoy thy Sight, 
Fll dig my Way to thee. 


671) 


SONG CLXXI. 


HE Wretch (O Love!) who truſts thy Smiles, 
Falls a ſad Victim to thy Wiles ; 
|, like the Child, at Shadows flies 
e a Stream, and plunging dies. 

et know, (falſe Man,) I'll cruſh your Pride: 
ſhall not my dire Woes deride. 

h from the "Tomb, at Night's dread Noon, 
ding the Winds, eclips'd the Moon; 

ilſt Terrors ſhall each Breaſt invade, 

len I'll ſtalk, a bleeding Shade. 


SONG CLXXII. 


PID, (that Urchin) is th' Occaſion, 
Of my perpetual Lamentation ; 

| will, unleſs you give me Hope, 
emeto Dagger, or to Rope. 


kill me, as Pye told you often ; 
y, I've already bought my Coffin, 
ere ſoon I'll lay my Bones ſecure, 
m the dire Evils I endure. 


— — my hard —— 
ink ſome Tygreſs gave you ; 
you was born, — Honey !) 
liriſbire, or in Stratford-Stony. 
You're reſolv'd on my undoing, 

en unavoidable's my Ruin : 

ſhall 1 find ye out, and know you 
Shades E ian, cruel Chloe. 

thing but Scorn ſhall be between us, 
e Dido to the Son of Venus. 

lie if you'll not be my Wife, 

ends my Letter, with my Lite. 


Nef SONG 
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SONG CLXXII 


UR frighted Flocks no more ſhall bleed ; 
Tuns ev'ry Pipe, and ev'ry Reed. 
Trip gladſome forth, ye Shepherd Swains ; 
lliam returns, to cheer our Plains. 
'The Hero's matchleſs Deeds proclaim, 
And ſwell the Zephyrs with his Name. 


Ye Maids, who Love's fond Tranſports know, 
Its Heav'n of Sweets, its ſoothing Woe 3 
Blending the Lilly and the Roſe, HA 
A gay, triumphal Wreathe compoſe ; Ne 
Our guardian Victor's Brow to bind, 
The W the Glory of Mankind, 


The Lilly and the Roſe prepare, 
To deck the ſmiling Hero's Hair. ne 
Your rural Pipes ye Shepherds raiſe, 
And charm the Echoes with his Praiſe. 


SONG CLXXIV. 


H! neer divulge what Roſalind conceals, 
A Nor ſay ſhe Love, nor ſay ſhe Hatred feels. 
orbid it Fate! for on a Word depends 
My Life! alas ! when you pronounce, it ends. 
Ye beauteous Eyes! O ſpeak not when I ſigh ! 
Nor melt in Softneſs, when, oppreſs'd, I cry. 
Say not, I hate; for Grief will then deſtroy: 
Say not, I love; for then I die with Joy. 


SONG CLXXV. 
AY I, preſume, in humble Lays, 
My dancing Fair, thy Steps to praiſe ; 
hilſt this grand Maxim I adyance, 
That the whole World is but a Dance ? 
'That human kind, both Man and Woman 
Do dance, is evident and common. 


5 


* himſelf, that God- like King, 

e know cou'd dance, as well as ting. 

ks whe, at Court, wou'd keep their Ground, 
ſt dance the Year Attendance round. 

ole Nations dance: gay, friſking France 

s led the En2/;/4 many a Dance. 


ny believe, both France and Spain 
W(olve to take us out again. 

Nature is one Ball we find : 

e Weather dances to the Wind ; 
e Sea itſelf, at Night and Noon, 
es and capers to the Moon. 


ze Moon around the Earth does tread 
beſhire-Round, yet ne'er looks red: 
e Earth and Planets, round the Sun 
nce ; nor will the Dance be done 
Nature in one Maſs is blended ; 

en, we may ſay, the Ball is ended. 


SONG CLXXVI. 


Duett. 


ain. T laſt I fold thee in my Arms! 
mph, With Rapture I ſurvey thy Charms. 
J. Sweet nuptial Tye ! as Gods we're ble, 
O may we ne'er be more diſtreſs'd! 

ain. My deep-felt Grief, like Echoes, die. 
mph. Thou'rt ev'ry Beauty to my Eye. 


, 


SONG CLXXVII. 


s One who long in populous City pent, 

Where Houſes thick, and Sew'rs annoy the 
Scent ; 

rth iſſuing on a Summer's Morn to breathe 

ong the pleaſant Farms, or ſpacious Heath ; 

dm ev'ry Thing he meets, conceives Delight; 


Heri ells on each rural Sound, _ rural Sight ; 


(74) 
The lowing Kine, ſweet Grain, and verdant Grafs : 
If chance, with Nymph-likeStep, fair Virgin paſs, 
What pleaſing ſeem'd, for her now pleaſes more, 
She moiſt, the Sum of all that charm'd before. 


SONG CLXXVIII. 


I TH thee I heed not how the Minutes run, 
The Seaſons or their Change ; all pleaſe as one, 
Sweet as the Breath of Morn who wakes the Day 
With Charm of earlieſt Birds; the Sun how gay, W his 
When firſt on this delightful Land he ſhoots 
His orient Beams on Trees, and Flow'rs and Fruits 


Gliſt'ring with Dew! fragrant the Earth that teems gn 
After ſoft Show'rs ; and then how pleaſant ſeems = 
The grateful Ev'ning mild; the filent Night | BH, 
With this her ſolemn Bird? and O how bright | f 
The Moon, with all her Gems of Heav'n bedight! hen 


But neither Breath of Morn who wakes the Day, An 
With Charm of earlieſt Birds, nor Sun ſo gay 
In this delightful Land; nor Trees, nor Flow'rs 
Gliſt'ring with Dew; nor Fragrance after Show'rs ; | 
Nor grateful Ev'ning mild; nor filent Night ep 
Weich ſolemn Bird; nor Walk by filver Light 
Or Moon or Stars, are ſweet without thy Sight. 


SONG CLXXIX. 


IND Parent! Thoſe who Love obey 3 
And yield to his imperious Sway 
dach hug their Chains; delight in Sighs ; 
Are pleas'd when Tears bedew their Eyes. 
Let me not Freedom's Loſs deplore : 

Grant me this Boon, I crave no more. 


Yet I'll comply with my dread Sire 
If he this hated Love require. 

In Silence my ſad Hours I'll waſte, 
Nor one fond Drop of Comfort taſte; 
For ſtruck with reverential Awe, 

His Will ſhall be, to me, a Law. 


SONG 


(75) 


SON G CLXXX, 


HAT cruel Hand, my ſweeteſt Roſe ! 

So rudely cou'd thy Beauties treat 
tr:::105r, aſk not; he that knows, 

My the ſame ſad Treatment meet. 


e. was Belinda raviſh'd me 

From my tender Parent's Side, 
This Morning, e'er the genial Ray 
Had diſcover'd half my Pride. 


hro' my thin Foliage cloſely wove, 
She ſoftly breath'd the ſpicy Gale: 
Her's are the Odours round you rove ; 
Her's the Perfume which I exhale. 


hen o'er my Syſtem light ſhe bent, 
And with her living Rubies preſt it; 
he glowing Gems their Colour lent, 
And in a double Crimſon dreſt it. 


te plac'd me in her ſnowy Neck, 

Juſt where the panting Orbs divide: 
And what thou hideſt, thou ſhalt deck, 
To- Day, dear pretty Flow's,” (ſhe cry'd.) 


My White, thy Bluſhes ſhall diſplay; 
My Coldneſs animate thy Fire: 

There flouriſh, from rude Fingers free, 
Where thouſands gladly wou'd expire.“ 


bow'd ; ſhe ſmil'd.—Now in a Ring 
Danc'd jocund ; now in wanton Mazes ; 
hat laſt, the fickle Thin 

Us'd me thus, to pleaſe Lew Daiſies. 


ranger, aſk not of the Fair, 

How ſhe's nam'd, or where ſhe's ſeen ; 
he's the ſweeteſt Nymph that e er 

Tript it oer the velvet Green. 


oy 
* 
Td 


E a 
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Yet for the Daiſy-Love, that's new, 
She'll forſake the brighteſt Roſe.— 

If Deſtruftion you purſue, | 
By the Marks, the Fair diſcloſe. 


SONG CLXXXI. 


F Cupid's dangerous Wiles were known, 
E'er Lovers court the Snare ; 
I hey'd his inſidious Sway diſown, 
Rather to tempt the Seas prepare, 
Than bow before his Throne. 
Oft, mid the Horrors of the Main, 
A Glimpſe of Hope we entertain; > 
But Hope, alas! in Love is vain. I 


SONG CLXXXII. 


"HERE's an Engine in Opticks * enlarges each 
Letter; 
And, clapp'd on her Noſe, makes my Grannum fe: 
better. 

Pretty Phill, in the Center of each glaſſy Eye, 
To puzzle a Doctor, had painted a Fly. 
Well; Sunday is here, and the Maggot paſs'd on; 
All hurry to Church, and the Pſalms are half done, 
The Doctor aſcends, pronounces the Text; 
Three Heads are to come, and the Inference next. 
With Rage and fell Paſſion the little Fly fill'd him, 
And, fierce as Domitian, he thought to have kill'd him; 
But in vain you are cruel, for tho' but a Fly, 
What was made by her Hand, was ne'er deſtin'd to die 


SONG CLXXXLUL 


ROM Beauty you to Beauty ſtray, 
Variety's your Charm : 

Your darling Paſſion's to betray, 
Ard female Hearts alarm, 


Miftaka 
* A Pair of SpcQacles, 


% 


(77) 


Miſtaken Youth ! I'm not the Fair 
To whom fond Love you ſwore. 

With flying Steps to her repair, 
And the kind Nymph adore. 


SONG CLXXXIV, 
N O longer, Legia, from thy Szrephon fly ; 


No more, with Frowns, his amorous Suit deny : 
Thoſe Hours are loſt, which are not ſpent in Love; 
Life's but a Span, let's ev'ry Inch improve. 

The weſtern Sun declines his weary Head, 
And ſeeks Repoſe in his lov'd Yeti“ Bed; 
Dies, as it were, to introduce the Night, 
But ſoon he recolleCts his icatter'd Ligut, 
And ſhines next Day more prevalently bright. 
The lovely Lilly, and the bluſhing Roe, 
Lock up their Beauties at the Ev'ning's Cloſe ; 
But at the firſt Approach of dawning Day, 
They ſmell more fragrant, and appear more gay: 
But when cold Death ſhall lock thee in his Arms, 
Eternal Darkneſs will eclipſe thy Charms. 

Then, whilſt we live, let's Cupid's Call obey, 
And kiſs and toy our few ſoft Hours away. 

OI cou'd gare for ever on thy Charms! 
For ever fold thee in my longing Arms! 
With thee alone for ever fondly live, 
Wou'dit thou, but what I aſk, as freely give. 
him; On thy ſoft Lips let me imprint a Kiſs, 

And then ten thouſand Times renew the Bliſs: 
o die Then, when that rapt' rous Scene of Joy is o'er, 
Raviſh ten thouſand Times, ten thouſand more. 

Thus bleſs'd, I'll ſcorn the Beauties of the Skies; 
And, Earth-born Leſsia, more than Venus prize. 


O Charmer! be propitious to my Prayer ; | 


Be but as kind, as thou'rt divinely fair, 
Jove may enjoy his own, my Heav'a is here. 


E 3 SONG 
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SONG CLXXXV. 
APPY they, who, fafe on Shore, 
Hear the wind-laſh'd Billows roar ; 


Happy, tho' they ſadly weep 
Veſlels plunging in the Deep. 


Bliſsful thoſe who ne'er complain, 0 
Freed from Love's tormenting Chain ; 
Who with Freedom ſweetly Hes, Yi 
Gaze on Lovers, torne from Reſt. 


$ONG CLXXXVI, 
ROM guiltleſs Dreams, prepar'd to pray, 


| The virtuous Maid prevents the Day: I 

Aurora bluſhes, when ſhe ſees 

T he earlier Virgin on her Knees, A 
Now to her Morning-Taſk ſhe flies, Yi 

Which Pallas views with envious Eyes ; 

And forms in Wax ſo gay a Feaſt, H 


That Fove himſelf might long to taſte. 


Her glaring Tent next ſtrike our Eyes, 
With an agreeable Surprize ; 
W here the bold Figures feem to live, © w 
And, whilſt they charm, Inſtruction give. 


SONG CLXXXVII. 


N thee reflecting, (deareſt Soul !) 
My faithful Heart will break. A 
If Heav'n on me will Pity take, 
Thunders, o'er him, ſhall inſtant roll. 


O filence! the dread Bolt I hear: 
No Mercy can hecrave. 

Be all his Son] congeal'd with Fear: T' 
His Nuptials are his Grave. 


SONG 


(79) 


SONG CLXXXVIII. 


HY, Lucy, ſhou'd we blame our Stars, that they 
Our Loves or interrupt; or ſeparate; 
Or cruelly combine their partial Sway, 
To make our mutual Joys the leſs compleat ? 
Our Stars themſelves know Change as well as we, 
And ſudden Clouds their ſpangled Glories hide; 
Yet ſoon thoſe Clouds withdraw, and then we ſce, 
Apace they triumph, and reſume their Pride : 
The ſame Viciſſitude all Nature ſhares, 
Dies or * looks gay or gloomy, like the 
tars. 


8 Tho' Winter Froſts deform the bleſs'd Retreat 
Of rural Innocence, and artleſs Love; 
And drive the Turtle from his conſtant Mate, 
Alone to wander thro' the leafleſs Grove: 
Vet ſoon as genial Spring renews the Shade, 
Beneath the wonted Bower the Lover tells 
His mighty Anguiſh to the liſt ning Maid, 
Whilſt ſhe in Bluſhes all her Flame reveals. 
The Turtle moans his Solitude no more, 
But ſooths his Mate, and bills as cloſely as before. 


Whilſt amorous Thames, thro* many a Winding, wooes 

The briny Thetis to his ouzy Bed; 

The conſcious Goddeſs owns his faithful Vews, 

And in her Boſom folds her dewy Head; 

But at the Moon's Command flies far away 

Severe her Laws the rigid Planet keeps, 

And the unwilling Lover muſt obey, 

The Goddeſs murmurs, and the River weeps ; 
Till at her gracious Nod they ruſh amain, 
And loſe their blending Streams in boundleſs Joys 

again. 
Then think not, Lacy, Pleaſure is no more, 

Nor of our preſent, hapleſs Lot complain; 

Another Change will our paſt Joys reltore, 


And we ſhall live to meet, and love again. 
E 4 As 


NG 
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As well may pious Saints bemoan their Fate, 


V hen they are ſummon'd to reſign their Breath, Nh 

And leave the Pleaſures of a mortal State, 
To wander in the dreary Vale of Death. Wit 
But O, bleſt Change! when once the Pilgrin 1 


prove 


P 
The Muſic of the Spheres, and taſte ſeraphic Loy 


55 SONG CLXXXIX. 
. WILL deprive my Soul of Reſt, he 
It I'm not with Phyllis bleſs'd. 


Tf i'm doom'd to leſe my Fair, 
Woe is mine, and black Deſpair; 


For, ſo pungent is my Grief, ; 
Death alone can give Relief. Fi 
How ſhall I theſe Pangs ſuſtain ? an 
O! how drag my galling Chain? A 

Faint were Words to ſpeak the Smart 

Of my ſpotleſs, tortur'd Heart. 1 
ince 
SONG CXC. H. 


O VE, doubtleſs Love, is the moſt noble Sign 
That Heav'n has flamp'd, to ſhew the Soul d- 
vine. 
If there's a Soul that loves beyond the reſt, 
'Fhe Seraphs guard it, and approve it belt. 
Ther mine, this Way, will merit all their Care, 
For I love more than any Seraph there: 
More Tenderneſs for thy dear Breaſt I find, 
Than for their Charge, the Guardians of Mankind. 


SONG CXCl. 


HAT Hand, Fidelia, or what Art, 
Is equal to thy Thought ? 

What Grove, before, was ever {cen 
So exquiſitely wrought ? 


Thy 


(0 


ry glitt ring Shells, thy chequer'd Stones, 2 
In ſuch Proportion riſe; 

Like Piles, by Incantation rais'd, 
They captivate our Eyes. 


Their Form, indeed, and all their Gloſs 
To Nature's Hand is due; 

zut O their Symmetry, (bright Maid !) 
Is owing all to you. 


he Stones which Thebes” fam'd Wall compos'd, 
Tho' rang*d by Art divine, 

'er'n't half ſo artful, ſo compleat, 

So well diſpos'd as thine. 


lot Iris, when her painted Bow 

| Adorns the watry Skies, 

an boaſt ſuch vary-colour'd Charins 
As in thy Grotto riſe. 


or Ages paſt, his Eden loſt, 
In vain has Man deplor'd ; 
ince now we ſee thy magic Hand 
Has Paradiſe reſtor'd. 


SONG CXCII. 


H' expanded Lawn where Flourets blow ; 
The ſportive Fiſh, the Streams that flow ; 
tie low-ſcoop'd Vale, the lofty Grove; 
he pathleſs Wild where Monſters rove ; 
he Woodland Warblers and their Shade, 
we Life to Sol, for Sol were made. 
Robb'd of his Rays, 
Naught ſprings to Birth 
Left no kind Blaze 
To cheer the Earth. 


SONG CXCIII. 


HILST, abſent from Laura, I pity her Caſe ; 
And ſtudy to ſerve, without minding her Face; 
et no ſconer ſhe enters the Room, and 1 ipy | 


In 
ul d. 


nd. 


0 unſpeakable Softneſs of her killing Eye, 
ut I languiſh, at once, for her Perſon, and die. 
E 5 | Since 


Thy 


(32) 
Since Laura's then ſure, that in me ſhe will find 
Both Paſſions united, why won't ſhe be kind? 


SONG CXCIV. 


Tranſlated from the Perſian Language. 


ATREST, whoſe Charms all other Charms outſhine, 
Where ſhall I find a Form that ſtrikes like thine? 

Lach Moment that I live, nor think of thee, 

That Life, thoſe Moments, are a Perfidy. 

But by Deſpair inflam'd, by Cares oppreſs'd, 

Shou'd the Steel pierce this agonizing Breait ; 

Sacred, to thee, the purple Stream ſhall flow, 

And waft thy Martyr to the Shades below. 

However Fate ordains my Days ſhall end, 

In Raptures ſwim, or under Sorrows bend 

J, to that great Decree, my Soul reſign, 

In Life, in Death, unalterably thine. 


SONG CXCV. 


N Chorus all your Voices raiſe ; 
Swiftly the Sun will gild the Skies; 
Four forth, to Pha Hymns of Praiſe, 
As round the World his Radiance flies. 


Since firſt the Sea/ons roſe to Birth, 
So ſweet a Day ne'er cheer'd our Eyes; 
Nor e'er did Si, to bleſs the Earth, 
From Thet:s' Lap fo beauteous riſe, 


How bright the Tints !' how ſoft the Gales ! 
See the gay Verdure ſpringing round! 
Te Meads, the Groves, the Hills, the Dales, 

Are with delightfal Flourets crown'd, 


SONG CXCVI. 


ENEATH agay, delicious Bower, 
Adorn'd with ev'ry beauteous Flower, 


Sat the ſweet Nymph whom I adore, 
80 


(83) 


Wo lovely was her Face and Mein; 

ich Luſtre in her Eyes was ſeen ; 

Wo raviſhing ſhe did appear, 

All thought Aurora's ſelf was there. 

\t Sight of her, the teeming Earth 

Niſclos'd, of Sweets, a plenteous Birth. 

oft Muſic, and delightful Air 

Vere heard attendant on the Fair. 

Ehe dazzling Lamps of eav'n grew pale, 
and * 1 the Morning did prevail. 

right Scl, reclin'd in Yetis“ Arms, 
bruptly quits her envy'd Charms; 

ollets, with Speed, his faded Rays, 

\nd fills the World with dread Amaze. 

je mounts his Car, and onward ſpecs, 

aſhing, with furious Haſte, his Steeds. 

vn Neptune, Ruler of the Main, 

[hrice trove to check them, but in vain. . 

Pat Phœbus, drawing (till more near, 

Ind ſeeing her ſo wondrous fair, Coins : 

ry'd: ** Nymph, thou art beyond compare.” 


SONG CXCVT. 


H E God of Wine finds out this Art, 
To waft my Wiſhes to thy Heart, 
Thus let our Souls in Abſence join ; 

ly toudeſt Thoughts are pledging thine, 
lethinks the Glaſs preſents thiae Eyes 
There I ſee all thy Beauties riſe, 

ure, from thy Lips, the Wine was preſs'd, 
Vith ſuch peculiar Sweetneſs bleſs'd. 

that thy Lips themſelves were here, 

o delicate, ſo ſoft, fo dear! 

The Flaſk wou'd then neglected lie, 

ind Bacchus paſs unheeded by. 


SONG CXCVIIL 
tender Heart ne er knew to range; 
My Love, Ardelio, cannot change; 
5, firſt, it roſe from thy bright Eye, 
will vent, for thee, 3 Sigh. 


hine, 


ine! 


5 


8 
0 To 


U — — — — — | — 
. 
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*% 
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To this bleſs'd Love I'm till ſo true; 


With ſo much Paſſion doat on you, | hou 
That rather than ſurvive this Fire, . 
With you I'd inftantly expire. * 
| 801 

| SONG CXCIX. bs 

O, flutt'ring Heart, poor, aching Partner go, Do 


Reveal to Sylvia ev'ry throbbing Woe. W hat 
Tell her, a thouſand reſtleſs, throbbing Fears | 
Heave my fond Breaſt, and fill my Eyes with Tears, 


Tell her, how each returning, anxious Day - 
Big with Diſtreſs, rouls heavily away. . | "7 
Yet, tho' my Eyes o'erflow with Tears ; | An 
My Breaſt be chill'd with deadning Fears ;. | 
Tho' ev'ry Hour brings black Deſpair, That 
Depriv'd of Hope, and ſad with Cate: Un 


Sill, if my lovely Fair-One deigns 
To breathe one Sigh for all my Pains ; 
Ik ſtill ſhe keeps me in her Breaſt, . 
Tell her, Philander's doubly bleſs'd. 


SONG CC. 
IH ST-Death's ſoft Image ſeals thine Eyes, 
| 1 he brighteſt Eyes that ſee ; eſt, 
Ten thouſand flitting Forms ariſe, You 
And One (yau tay) of me. 45 
ro 


Deluſive Shades are taught to frame 
The viſionary Scene, 

W hich let th' admiring Poet name 
The Offspring of the Spleen, 


For as the various Humour feeds, 
So Fancy paints her Dreams ; 

Hence ſleeping Nuns count o'er their Beads, 
And drouzy Prudes their Schemes. 


Hence too thoſe Nymphs, whoſe Fancies glow 
For captivating Lace, . L 
Thro' midnight Shades purſue the Beau, 

Aud d:eam upon bis Face. 


97 ; 

˖ (3%) 

g ou Wonder of my Eyes, attend; 
WW Thou Idol of my Heart: 

We Muſe, to Beauty ſtill a Friend, 
Some Precepts wou'd impart. 


hen Delia's Lips, perverſly ſeal'd, 
Do {till croſs Silence keep; 

What ſhall we call the Wit conceal'd, 
But Humour faſt afleep ? 


hen aſk'd to fing, if Delia's Choice 

E Refuſe, by Whim miſled ; 
Lethargy has ſeiz'd her Voice, 
And Muſic keeps her Bed. 


hat are the Glories of thy Face, 
Unleſs thy Soul be kind ? 
Curtain's drawn o'er ev'ry Grace, 


And Beauty nods behind, 


hen let the Beams of Fancy play, 
And raiſe the tuneful Air : 

ad when I write again, I'll ſay, 
Thou'rt kind, as well as fair. 


IS. 


eſt, to the great Creator's Wrong, 
You verify my Theme; 

Ind, like the Subject of my Song, 
Prove nothing but a Dream. 


SONG CCI. 


HE Love which firſt, with ſoft Controul, 
Charm'd irreſiſtibly my Soul, 
ls laſting as my Frame. 
As Sc/'s bright Beam, this Truth is clear. 
hoſe never can be inſincere, : 


Whocheriſh a pure Flame. 


SONG 


(86) 


SONG Coll. 


e and young, I warm'd the coyeſt Pai 
Cou'd make the moſt Obdurate yield: 
But now, alas! too old, too weak for War, 

Ler me with Honour quit the Field. 


Here, on the left of Sea-born Yenus' Shrine, 
My ſilent Lyre, my uſeleſs Arms; 

Crows, Cutlaſſes, and Flambeaux I reſign ; 
And bid adicu to female Charms. 


But thou of Paphor, and of Cyprus, Queen, 
Revenge the haughty Cyloae's Scorn : 

With lifted Scourge, in her awake my Pain, 
And make her ſuffer in her Turn. 


SONG CCLII. 


NGRATE, fince lafting Love you ſwore, 
Yet leave me, ſadly to deplore, 
Have I not cauſe to figh ? 
Ye Hearts who the dread Anguiſh know, 
And ſweetly melt at other's Woe, 
Say, Who's leſs bleſs'd than I ? 


Ah! tell me, beauteous, Syren-Fair, 

With Treach'ry why my Boſom tear ? 
Why Fondneſs not return? 

Say, (tender Souls !) who feel the Dart ; 

Whoſe Paſſion's undiſguis'd by Art, 
Why muſt 1, hopeleſs, burn? 


SONG CCIV. 


H pants my fondeſt, tender Dove, 
| With any jealous Fear ? 
Give up thy Doubts to me, and Love, 
My Life! my Soul! my Dear ! 


Think, 


($7) 


ink, if from me thy Pain proceeds, 
tis paid with Intereſt here; 
y Heart within my Boſom bleeds 


r For ev'ry falling Tear. 


let me kiſs thoſe Eyes of thine, 

Where ſuch ſweet Grief appears ! 

t them pour all their Floods to mine; 
| long to drink their Tears, 


t my fond, trembling Arms explain 
My Paſſion to my Dear; 

4, preſſing thus, confirm you reign 
Tne only Monarch here. 


by Form, thy Flame, (my lovely Vouth,) 
Security appears; 

truſt my everlaſting Truth 

Nor kill me with thy Tears. 


SONG CCV. 


ENUS ſevere, with teizing Lowe, 
And Bacchus ſprung from thund'ring 7owve 3 
ith wanton Cupids in their Train, 

ave forc'd my Soul to Love again. 

y deitin'd Breaſt now feels the Fire 
Thich Chloe's ſparkling Eyes inſpire ; 
lie, as Parian Marble fair, 

now my Wiſh, is now my Care. 

r * Coyneſs whilſt J prais'd, 

d on her dang' rous Beauties gaz d, 

ne Cyprian Goddeſs left her Seat, 

nd choſe my Heart for her Retreat. 
y Lyre I fain wou'd raiſe a while, 
d hail thee, Peace, to Albion's Iſle; 
Vent, Offspring of the Sea, 

7 Muſe will fang of naught but thee, 


The Roſe, the Vi'let, Lilly bring, 
im ev'ry Flouret of the Spring; 


And 


(88) 
Add the bright Grape's inſpiring Juice, 
Aud ey'ry cheiceſt Spice infuſe : 
Wit Gif: % bribe the flying Fair, 
For Gifts may make her leſs ſevere. 


SONG CCVI. 


OFT Blandiſhments, deſtructive Wiles ; 

Fantaſtic Hopes, deluſive Smiles, 

Ye ſhall deceive no more, 

Cruel and wav'ring is her Heart; 

The Nymph, dire Source of all my Smart, 
Whom elſe I cou'd adore, 


SONG CCVII. 


CHIDE the Winds, and hate the Air, 
Which preſs thy Lips ;—I wou'd be there. 
O hold me faſt! let me not part 
From thoſe dear Arms —O hear my Heart! 
It pleads thy Stay, and in my Breaſt 
F hear it talk :—D:lightful Gueſt 
Here pitch thy fent, nor hence remove, 
But feaſt, with me, on deathleſs Love. 


SONG CCVIII. 


F what the Bard * aſſerts, for Truth we take, 
That ev'ry Woman is at Heart a Rake ; 
Lis Cuſtom only, not a virtuous Cat, 


Makes Virgins ſhy, or keeps our Wives ſo chaſte. 


SONG CCIX. 


AV EL1A 7 gay, unfortunately fair; 
Her Pride to pleaſe, and Pleaſure all her Care; 


With too much Kindneſs, and too little Art, 
Prone to indulge the D:Qates of her Heart, In th 
Flat. Th 


Mr. Pope. + A late Lady - my. Me 
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atter'd, careſs'd, ſollicited, admir'd ; 
woman envy'd, and by Men defir'd ; 

t once from Eaſe, from Wealth, from Honour torne, 
e fell, expos'd to Pain, to Want, to Scorn. 


ut when her ſad, diſaſt'rous Tale is told 

o the gay Young, as Lecture from the Old: 
et Both, to kind Compaſſion mov'd, bemoan 
Wcr ſudden Ruin, whilſt her Fault they own. 


nd ſay, that when by lawleſs Love betray'd, 

rom the bright Path of Innocence ſhe ſtray'd ; 

he cou'd not long, depreſs'd by Guilt and Shame, 
ive the Death of Virtue and of Fame, 


SONG CCX. 


OW delightful *tis to ſpy, 
Safely from the flow'ry Shore, * 

llows riſing mountains-high, 

Each on Each with dreadful Roar. 


) what Pleaſure! to behold, 

From the Storm- repulſing Port, 

hips, by Waves contending rollI'd, 14 
And, of warring Seas, the Sport. 


— 
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SONG CCXI. 


HEN Chlee's Hands her Needle thread, 
W hat gaudy Scenes our Eyes ſurprize ? 

o view a Grove, or flow'ry Bed, 

Beneath her ſnowy Fingers riſe ! 


n ev'ry Leaf ſuch Beauties dwell, 

So fair they ſpread, ſo full they bloom; 

; ler (cilfol Fingers far excell 

: The Painter's Quill, or Artiſt's Loem, 
n the rich Bed freſh Roſes blown, 

Tat The Jeſs min and the Myrtle meet; 


nd, as they mingle, ſeem to own 
More fair her Cheek, her Breath more ſweet. 


—— - 
— — —— .- ** 
3 7 ey 
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That Lilly frem her Hand ſhe took, 
Which with the Snow in Whiteneſs vies ; 

That bright Carnation from her Look; 
That ſhining Amaranth, from her Eyes. 


Thoſe op'ning Buds, but half reveal'd, 
Which promiſe ſoon a fairer Hue ; 

Show like her Breaſts with Lawn conceal'd, 
Boafting their Sweets and Softneſs too. 


What, tho' the abſent Sun retir'd, 
The naked Field no longer warms ; 
Each Bloſſom, by her Art inſpir'd, 
Opens as wide, as gayly charms, 


Thy Flowers for ever hold their Prime, 
Nor Froſts, nor chilling Winters fear ; 
Since near thy my that Clime, 
Tis Spring, or Summer, all the Year. 
Pity, lov'd Maid, that envious Years 
Thy Youth ſhou d hart, thy Sweets conſume ; 
- When wrought by thee, each Bud appears 
Unchang'd, and always in its Bloom, 


Each Swain, with thee, muſt furely grieve 
The partial Ri of the Sky ; 

That Chlors Works muſt bloom and live. 
When Chhe's Beauties fade and die. 


A few fair Months our Gardens charm, 
Now flouriſh, and anon decay : 

Each Seaſon on thy Gown is warm, 
And ey'ry verdant Month is May. 


Let Autumns then the Lilly hide, 

Our Roſes blaſt, our Myrtles chill; 
When ſeated clofe by Chloe's Side, 

"Tis June, or fragrant April ſtill. 


Victorious Nymph ! whoſe Hand has done, 
Beyond weak Nature's fainter Power; 

Waking each Plant without the Sun, 
Swelling each Bud without the Shower. 


W 


(or) 


en ev ry Field beſide is ſeen 

dobb' d of its Pride; we here behold 
y-ſpreading Stems of lively Green, 

s yellow Fruit of rip'ning Gold. 


SONG CCXII: 


OME, delightful, peerleſs Creature, 
Bring ſweet Comfort in thine Eye; 

„d by Smiles, thy ev'ry Feature 

Swift will make my Sorrows fly. 


SONG CCXIIT. 


RUE Wir is like the brilliant Stone 
Dug from the Indian Mine ; 
ich boafts his various Powers in One, 

o cut as well as ſhine. 

nus, like that; if poliff'd right, 
ſith the ſame Gifts abounds ; 

pears at once both keen and bright, b 
d ſparkles whilſt it wounds. 


_ SONG CCXIV: 


d OVING Birds thus ſweetly ſinging 3 
Zephyrs, ev'ry Odour bringing; 


| the Beauties of the Grove, 


ch me, where to find my Love. 


SONG CCXV. 


I'S not, O! 'tis not Love alone, 

Ev'n pow'rful Love could give 
e Pain, the Pleaſure, I have known, 
Vhilit abſent thus I live. 


ſacred Friendſhip has a Share; 

oth fill at once my Heart; 

A cheering Hope, and anxious Fear, 
i\ternately impart. 


| ( 92 ) 
May the dear Obje& ever find 
All Bleflings of the beſt ; 


May guardian Angels be aſſign'd, 
To ſooth her ſpotleſs Breaſt. 

- Whatever's preſent to my View, 
And wou'd employ my Care; 

Still Sy/via's Image I purſue, 
Her Image ſtill is there. 


The tedious Hours I oft beguile, 
—_— on her Charms; 


J hear her ſpeak, I ſee her ſmile, '1þ 
Tho' diftant from her Arms. | li 
Still I retain, by Fancy's Aid, , 10 
The laſt, foft parting Kiſs; | n 
And ſeem to feel the tender Maid, 
As in the Height of Bliſs. 


But O! the fond, delufive Thought 
Too ſoon, alas! is gone; 
And I, who to be happy ſought, 
Now find myſelf undone. 


Grant me then, (Fates!) again to prove 
The Joys which ſhe can yield ; 
Or ſnatch me up to thoſe above, 
Or let me quit the Field. 


SONG CCXVI. 


HAT Face, ſo fam'd for Beauty, 
Infpires with Love and Duty 
My Will, your conſtant Slave. 
A Glance from thoſe bright Eyes 
Where Capid's Armory hes, 
Will inſtant make me brave. 


SON G CCXVII. 
ARE US$ brave Son, and Cadmu Fame to fuf 
I try'd, and to my Voice I touch'd each String 
To my bold Hand the Strings rebellious move ; 
No other Sound wou'd they return, but Love. 


tht 
(or 
if 
nc 


633 
o'd I chang'd them all ; away I threw 
old ; and my whole Lyre I ſtrung anew, 
t I eſſay'd the great Alcides' Praiſe, 
ſung his Labours in heroic Lays. 
ad of theſe, Love's pleaſing Toils, my Lyre 
erſe, reſounds from ſoftly-tinkling Wire. 
ves, farewel ; in Spheres too high you move; 


my ſoft Lyre will nothing ſound but Love. 


SONG CCXVIL. 


BURN, I freeze, I fry, 
Mid Fury and Diſdain; 
live, now doubt, now die, 


eivid in all I try, 
nd torne with endleſs Pain. 


SONG CCXIX. 


ELIEVE me: but my Actions ſpeak 
Thy Merit, and my Truth ; 
e all Expreſſions are too weak, 
) dear, engaging Youth ! 
rds faintly wou'd my Love define, 
Words thou didſt 8 
Eyes, my Lips, my Soul are thine, 
ind all reveal my Love. 
ere is no Atom in this Frame 


hich does not talk to thee ; | 
d ſigh, and tremble at thy Name, 


ind plead for Love, and me. 
iſten to my beating Heart, 
Vhen thy dear Head reclines ! 
, If it fail to ſpeak its Part, 
ittend my melting Lines. 
th tender Paſſion they are fraught, 
or dread the Critic's Ear; 
ing. lg gentle Cupid tunes my 'Thought, 
nd is the Poet here. | 
SONG 
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SONG CCXX. 


WEET the Bleſſing 
8 Of careſling ; 


And poſſeſſing 
Faithful Love and conſtant Pleaſure, 
oy enduring, 
Peace procuring, 
Is a Lover's ſhining an 


SONG CCXXI. 


ATURE ſtrong Horns upon the lowing Herd; 
Upon the gen'rous Steed hard Hoofs conferr($ 

Swiftneſs of Foot ſecures the tim*rous Hare; 
Vaſt Jaws and Teeth the furious Lions bear; 
To Fiſhes, Fins ſhe gave thro' Streams to ſtray ; 
To Birds, light Wings to cut th' ætherial Way: 
Of Wiſdom's Gifts exhauſted all the Store 
On Man, and left on Womankind no more. 
What Gift of Nature then the Sex has bleſt 
Beauty, a Gift ſuperior to the reſt : 
For all defenſive and offenſive Arms, 
Shields, Spears and Swords, a panoply of Charms, 
Thus arm'd, ev'n pointed Steel, the beauteous D 
And Fire ſubdues, with fiercer, brighter Flame. 


SONG CCXXII. 


WAKE, awake each joyful Strain, 
And firike the trembling Strings : 
WirIIAM returns, with Conqueſt crown'd ; 
Let every Voice his Triumphs ſound, 
Sweet Peace he brings 
On downy Wings 
And ey'ry Joy in as victorious Train. 


SON 
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SONG. CCXXIII. 


HILST, for thy precious Life I fear, 
From ev'ry Pore deſcends a Tear; 

Sou! and Body feels, for thee, 

niverſal Agony. 


'onder if my Fears are more, 
love 25 none © er lov'd before: 
little Floods will not ſufhce, 

h Nature gives to weeping Eyes. 


thine, behold my Face grow pale, 
peech all broke, my Spirits fail: 

yes are on thy Features fix d; 

Looks with Death and Sorrow mix'd. 


erd; 
ferr' | 


SONG CCXXIV. 


H! my foreboding Fears ; 
What mean my flowing Tears; 
oc Sorrows that weigh down thy Head 3 


by: e Sighs * "a 

tear thy Breaſt, 

d o'er thy Frame ſuch Horror ſpread ? 
m. why all this Show 
Dane or ſilent Woe, 


Our promis'd Joy to Sorrow turning, 
Our Songs of Triumph into Mourning ? 


SONG CCXXV. 


! CAN TI ever live to ſee | 
That Boſom, preſs'd ſo oft by me, 
ing for dreaded Want of Breath, 

thoſe dear Eyes ſhut up in Death? 


{ thy Soul will force its Way, 
Tears, nor Wailings bribe its Stay 
Lips in the laſt Gaſp ſhall join; 


)NG nch thy Soul, and give thee mine. 


u 
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Till then I'll near thy Bed attend; 

My Eyes ſhall watch, my Knees ſhall bend : 
The Stars my midnight Hours ſhall ſee ; . 
The Stars ſhall learn to watch, of me. 


Thee Cordials I'll preſent, with Care; 

But, if a Tear ſhou'd mingle there, 
Forgive my Fondneſs :—know that ſhe 
Who weeps, as ſoon wou'd die for thee. 


SONG COXXVI. 


E T mea while defer my Fate, 
And to the Mountains fly ; 
There to bewail my Virgin-State, 
And then return, and die, 


SONG CCXXVII, 


ENTLE Love, to paint my Lover, 
| Let thy Pencil be thy Dart ; 
Ev'ry killing Grace diſcover, | 

Which is glowing in my Heart. 


Be his lovely Eyes defining ; 
But 'tis fatal to approach, 

Where ten thouſand Charms are ſhining ; 
I, alzs! have gaz d too much. 


Be thy Pencil now deſcending, 
But deſcend with tender Care; 
Leſt the new-born Smiles offending, 


Which are ever ſpringing there. 


Gently glide o'er ev'ry Feature 
With bewitching Softneſs form'd ; 

In his Compoſition, Nature 

Was by Love and Bacchus warm'd. 


Touch his Lips, defign'd for preſling, 
Where thy own fond Mother lies ; 

Everlaſting Love expreſſing, 

From his Mouth, and from his Eyes. 


(999 
w his Shape and Air ſurveying, . 
IA may ardlefs Seng * 
yy Fondneſs am betraying,” | 
ad have done his Beauties wrong. 


how ill I am performin 

ho' aſſiſted by thy Dart; 
's Picture is more charming, 
It has painted in my Heart. 


SON G CCXXVIII. 

AD ae] thy Beauty's Pride | 
On yon high Mountain bleeding lies. 

y have the mighty Warriors dy'd, 

o weeping Friend to cloſe their Eyes. 


SONG CCXXIX; 


SPOTLE SS Paper, fair and white! 
On thee by Force conſtrain'd to write; 
not hard I ſhou'd deſtroy 
Purity, to pleaſe a Boy! 
grateſul I, thus to abuſe. - 
faireſt Servant of the Muſe. 
xr Friend, to whom I oft impart - 
choiceſt Secrets of my Heart; 
| what Atonement can be made 
ſpotleſs Innocence betray'd ? 
fair, how lovely didit thou ſhow, 
e lilly'd Banks, or falling Snow! 
now, alas! become my Prey, 
Floods can waſh thy Stains away: 
this ſmall Comfort can I give, 
„when deſtroy'd, ſhall make Mer live. 


| 


SONG CCXXX. 
Tf I thy Grief, 
Thy Tears employ ; 
Once thy Relief, 
So late thy Joy 


' 
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To filent Floods, 
To loneſome Woods, 
Far from thine Eye, | 
O! let me fly, | 
Where never human Feet did trace, 
In Shades conceal'd I'll lie. 
ee retiring z 
here expiring, - 
Willin die. 1 8 
To buy a Father's Peace. 


SONG CCXXXL. 


O thee; dear Letter, I impart | 

All the Anguiſn of my Heart. 
O ! compoſe its racking Care; 
Pour thy healing Softneſs there. 


Since a thouſand cruel Forme 
Keep thy Maſter from my Arms; 
Thou a while his Place ſupply ; : 
On my trembling Boſom lic. 


Often whiſper his dear Names -- 
Te Advantage dreſs his Flame 
'That on Jealouſy may dare 
To alarm me with © Gao"! ani. 
If in Slumbers ſweet I fall, e 
Thou ſhalt waken at 14 * 
Ev'ry ſoſt, inchanting Line 
Shall, in ſpite of Midnight, ſhine. 
Gentle Love ſhall ſmiling ſee 
All my Tenderneſs for the: 


And ſhall bleſs the happy Hour - 
When ſhe gave thee ſo much Power. 


SONG CCXAXXIL 


AUGHTERS of Ifae}, weep der Sau}, 
Who cloath'd you in the N Ae : 

With Sighs on Sighs bemoan his Fall, 

W hoie Smile was Glory to your Eyes. 


Weg 
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o'er his Urn, whoſe deareſt Care 
as to improve the op'ning Mind ; 
make you virtuous as you're fair, 
And be the Wonder of your Kind. 


SONG CCXXXII, 
THE Sweets in N | 


) Bliſsful Sweets, an endlefs 
hen two Hearts, as one unite, 
ice, to each, of true Delight! 


Other Pleaſures muſt decay, 
e Pageants of a Day: _ 

'oſe of Friendſhip never die, 
with Souls, aſcend the Sky. 


SON G CCXXXIV. 
W AS Midnight; when the Northern Beas 
| Rolls near Booter lazy Car; | 
ben weary Mortals lie repos'd, 
ar Eyes in pleaſing Slumber clos'd. Zig 
n then that Miſchief-making Brat, } 


id, ſtood N at my Gate. 
ho's there, ſaid I, that calls ſo late ? 
at Sounds unſeaſonably moleſt 
ſoothing Dreams, and break my Reſt ? 
ir, with a piteous Tone, he cry d, 
de not angry; do not chide. 
m a poor, wealc, helpleſs Boy, 
zom Wind, and Rain, and Dirt annoy : 
lo without Guide, or Moon-light, ſtray, 
to the Skin, as cold as Clay. 
who his Plaints with Pity heard, 
le, ſtruck a Light, my Gates unbarr d. 
rely Boy ſhiv”ring there ; 
„, Wer whom, I thought, I need not fear. 
 W*v'd him — and ſaw ſtrange Things, 
ow, a Quiver, and - ps Wings, 
2 


erf 
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Him, ſhudd'ring, to the Fire I led; 
Chaf'd his chill'& Hands, and ſtroak'd his Head; 


Wringing, with Care, its beauteous Curls, 
Which new-fa!l'n Rain had hung with Pearls, 
At length, when warm, the Yonker ſaid, 

Alas! my Bow :—I am afraid 

The String is injur'd by the Wet ; 

And that's a Damage very great. 

Sir, if you pleaſe, we'll quickly try. 


Ay, by all means, do, do, ſays 1. 2B 
With that he bent the ſtubborn Yew, 
And to the Head an Arrow drew, he c 
And pierc'd my Liver through and through. Ar 


Then giggling loud, and with a Bound 
— ing, and cap'ring from the Ground: 
ind Hoſt (cry'd he) the Rain you ſee, 

Has us'd my Bow moſt civilly: 
But O] I fear th' unlucky Dart 


Has been uncivil to your Heart. ulic 
| * Ane 
SONG COXXXV. L 


Y Myſic, Minds an equal Temper know, 
Nor {well too high, nor ſink too low. 
If in tbe Breaſt 8 Joys ariſe, 
Muſic ber ſoft, aſſuaſive Voice applies; 
Or, when the Soul js ſunk in Cares, 
Exalts her with enliv'ning Airs. | 
Warriors ſhe fires by ſprightly Sounds; 
Pours Balm into the Lover's Waunds : 
Paſlions no more the Soul engage; 
Ey'n Factions hear away their Rage. 


..-8ON G CCXXXVI. 
HEN our loy'd Country's Cauſe provoks 


| Arms, 
How martial Muſic ey'ry Boſom warms ! 
When the firſt Veſſel dar'd the Seas, | 
The Thracian. rais'd his Strain; 
And Argo ſaw her Kindred Trees, 
Deſcend from Pelias to the Main; 


Tranſj0 
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Tranf Demi-Gods ſtood round, 
And Men =_ Heroes at the Sound, 

| Enflam'd with Glory's Charms : 
Each Chief his ſev*n-fold Shield diſplay'd, 
And half unſheath'd the ſhining Blade ; 

And Seas, and Rocks, and Skies rebound 

To Arms, to Arms, to Arms. 


SONG CCXXXVII. 
DELINDA ſmil'd, I urg'd my Moan; 
2? She frown'd, and ſcoff d my Pain: 


he chang'd her Humour, I my Tone, 
And ſoon grew calm again. 


SONG CCXXXVIIL 


HEN Time itſelf ſhall be no more, 
And all Things in Conſuſion hurl'd, 
MHuſic ſhall then exert its Pow'r, 
And Sound ſurvive the Ruins of the World: 
Then Saints and Angels ſhall agree 
In one eternal Jubilee. 


SONG CCXXXIX, 


F no Love is, ye Gods! what feel I ſo? | 
And if Love is, what Thing, and which is he? 
Love be good, from whence proceeds my Woe ? 
If it be ill, how can that Ill agree? 
His bitter Potion I the ſweeteit think 
And ever thirſt the more, the more I drink. 


{ willingly I bear the burning Charm, 
Whence are my Wailings, and my deep Complaint ? 
Harm is pleaſing, why grieve I then the Harm? 
Why, with the Load unweary'd, am I faint? 
Sweet Harm ! ou holds my Heart of thee ſe 
much, 


But that my Heart conſents it ſhau'd be ſuch. 
F $1 Aud 
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And if my Heart conſent, and T'a 
The Folly of Complaint fair Wiſdom = binds; 
Thus like à Boat, all ſteerleſs in the Sea, 
My Heart is tofs'd betwixt two warriag 401 
Alas! what wondrous Woe poor Lovers try 
For Heat of Cold, for Co of Heat I 45. 


SONG CCXL, 
F the hopeleſs Lover's Heart 
Sinks down, oppreſs'd with Woe 3 
And deaden'd by the -ceaſeleſs Smart, 
The Stream of Life runs low 


Mufic's healing Voice apply'd, 
He hears — his Pain ; 
Gently ſwells the Spirit's Tide, 


Then briſkly ſprings again. 


SONG cx. 


Tp vain, my gentle Charmer B 
How many t Foufand Kiſſes | xe. 

Say firſt, how many _ the Shores _ 
And Drop by Drop pundlels Corp 
Count all 4 NN d the BR Nici, 
And glitter, gon ſcious wo each ſtol'n Deli 
Count all the Leaves, that on ten thouſand Trees 
'T'remble, obedient to the Morning Breeze: 

Count all the Coprtier's Arts, the Tradeſman's Ly, 
=» _ ; 1 and Po here's 94 s Sighs, 

"Chen w tell t nor till the e 
How many thouſand Kiſſes I dehre, f 
Scarce will Arithmetic the Sum exp "2M 
Millions on Millions multiply'd again. 8 


SONG CcxI II. 4 


III RE biet with Study, rural 214 and Health 
H Grant me a Life, led as it ads by Stealth ; ; 
tz Path as ſecret as that winding 

My nenne, WN 


My 


* * 


Wu 
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Thoughts to Heav'n with thoſe tall Trees aſcend ; 


M 
The Flow'rs beneath ſtill warn me of my End: 
All Strife for Gain, Ambition's loudeſt Call, 


Drown'd in the Murmurs of yon neigh'bring Fall. 


Alive unenvy'd, and when dead unknown; 


Or, if remember'd, for. the Good alone. 


SONG CCXLII. | 
WHILST Life, my Fair, remains, enjoy thy Charms, 
And deaf to Cenſure, take me to thy Arms ; 
The Ev'ning Sun deſcends into the Main, 
And ſets to riſe with brighter Beams again. 
The Lilly folds her Beauties up at Night, 
And opens fairer to the Morning Light: 
But you, to charm no more, reſign your Breath, 
And ſleeping, moulder in the Arms of Death. 


For a few Years the vital Qil may burn; 
_—_ 4 e 2 oo. Duſt return ; 
ereſore let's thi ing Life away, 
And laugh at what delirious Dotards ſay. 
0 let me on thy panting — Prog 3 
r humid to tame 
A thouſand Kiſſes rn, firſt implore, 
And after them a thouſand, thouſand more. 
A countleſs Number let m eſtill repeat, 
Till my Joys grow as numberleſs as great 3. 
Till envious Tongues in their Account are croſs d, 
And Magic, in her'ſecret Art, is loft. _ 


SONG'CCXLIV. 


HEN a tender, virtuous Paſſion, 

W Mutually two Lovers feel ; 

When a ſecret Sn 

Sighing they in Words reveal; 
Soft to languiſh, 
yy rae. 5 Fw 
What 1 raniports they enjoy! 

Theſe are Treaſures, OED 
Theſe are Pleaſures, 

Charm the Soul, and never cloy. 

F4 FONG 
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SONG CCXLV. 


8 from the Honey-Comb one Day, 
A Young Capia filch'd the Sweets away; 
ntent on the felonious Wrong, 

A watchful Bee his Fingers ſtung. 

Impatient of the Smart and Pain, 

He frets, and puffs, and ſtamps in vain. 

To Verus, in a Rage, be flies, 

And ſniv'ling (ſee Mamma) he cries ; 

What Miſchief lurks in little Things: 

A ſcurvy Bee this Torment brings: 

Shall ſuch vile Inſects, (quoth the Boy,) 

The Pleaſures of a God deſtroy ? 
While thus with peeviſh Rage he burn'd, 

"The Goddeſs, with a Smile, return'd. 

Ceaſe, Child, thy Wonder at the hurtful Bee; 

A Pow'r more hurtful is repos'd in thee : 

Like that fierce Animal on ſlender Wings, 

Thou roam'ft Abroad ; thy Arrows are thy Sting. 
Tho? ſmall thy Stature ſeem, thy fatal Darts 

Subdue 2 Strength, and pierce Almighty 

Eeartks, 


SON G CCXLVI. 


HAT cruel Pangs the Lover feels, 
Who ſoon muit bid adieu, 

Jo her whoſe Face a Heav'n reveals, 
W hich he no more muſt view ! 


But doom'd to wander, loſt; forlorn, 
Ick myrtle Shades below: 

Doom'd his own Fate, his Nymph's to mourn, 
And nouriſh endleſs Woe. 


\ 
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- SONG CCLAVIL. 
Flavia and Cynthia. 
LI to many does the Vu, ſeem, 8 | 


Of all the reigning Nymphs near % Stream, 
he Toaſt of Coxcombs, and the Poet's Theme. 


o me, (th* impartial Truth I will declare) 
er Eyes ſeem ſprightly, her Complexion fair, 5 
lump are her Limbs, majeſtic is her Air. 


nd yet no Venus is the buxom Dame, 
ince nought divine informs her bulky Frame, 
o Charm to merit that illuſtrious Name, 


but Cynthia is a Vun, in the whole, 
hoſe lawful Title no Defects controul, 
/nblemiſh'd in her Body, and her Soul. 


1 her a graceful Shape, a comely Mein, 
id all the Charms of all the Sex are ſeen, 
ul rifing in her Bloom; but juſt eighteen, 


SONG CCXLVIII. 


AIL Harmony! amazing Source 
Of Bleflings Gods and Men enjoy; 
pird, we fing thy awful Courſe, 
Which ceaſing wou'd the World deſtroy. 


ill thou cam' forth, all Nature lay 
Dark as the Abyſs profound; 

int at thy Gloom-diſpelliog Ray, 
inchanting Glories darted round. 


| 
B 
15 
. 
1 
| 
A 
5 
{ 
I 


SONG CCXLIS. 


HEN Nature form'd C/arinda (heavenly Fair !) 
With each attractive Charm, and winning Air; 
ner vas Eloquence refin'd her Tongue, . Y 
tarm'd in her Speech, _ warbl'd in ber Song; 

5 


0 


Im- 
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Imperial Majeſty from Jus came, 


Sooth'd with the Softneſs of the Cyprian Dame. 
O] wou'd ſome other Pow'rs employ their Care, 
To make her kind, as theſe have made her fair; 
That ſingle Act wou'd all the reſt outſhine, 


And make the dear Perfection all divine. 


SONG CCL. 
USIC, pently-ſoothing Pow'r, * 
In what Cloud-ſurrounded Bow'r, 
ar remov'd, in deep Diſguiſe, + 

Doſt thou hide from human Eyes? 
What art thou, ſweet — ſay, : 
When thou warbleſt from the Spray 
When thou wak'ſt the ſleeping String ? 
What art thou when Angels ing. 


so cot. 
| A I range theſe ſpacious Fields; 


Feaſt on all that Nature yields; 
v'ry Thing conſpires Delight, 


Charms my Smell, my Tafte, my Sight; 


Ev'ry rural Sound I hear 
Sooths my Soul, and tunes my Ear. 


Yonder azure Hills ariſing, 

8 thro' the wide Horizon 3 

Strive for the Priority, 

Which ſhall fit ſalute my Eye: 

Gentle Winds, each Sweet adorning. 
Breathe the wholeſome Breath of Loring. 


Birds, on bloſſom'd Hawthorns, ſing 
ocund Carols to the Spring; 

—— ober the fragrant Lawn, 

Merrily ſalute the Dawn; 

With their Muſic ſeem to chide 

Man's Ingratitade and Pride. 


Flour 
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SONG cn. 


H E Captive bound in rankling Chains, 
Who ſadly of his Fate complains, 

It Mufic ſpeaks, no Anguiſh knows, 

But ſweetly lull'd, forgets his Woes. 

Her Voice can ſooth the kerceſt Grief, 

And o'er the Mind breathe ſoft Relief, 


SONG CLIIT. 


VENERABLE Solitude ! 

Beft of Bleflings, ſweeteſt Good ! 
Sweeteſt Good ! for in you is | 
Ev'ry Part of Happineſs. 


No racking Paſſions here controul 
The peaceful Surface of my Mul; 
Nothing can my Bliſs deſtroy, 
Whilſt F thus myſelf enjoy. 


Fer the Heav'ns or Earth were made, 

Or their vaſt Foundations laid ; | 
Fer Angels yet were taught to ling 7 
To tune the Lyre, or touch: the String: 
In God-like Pomp, the great Three-Qne 
Reign'd in their Solitude alone. 


* 
1 E F ny * 


ry —— wo — 


; 

ji 

| 
|. 


SONG CELIV. 


ORTALS, ſcorn the boaſted Mus; 
1 Sing of Love, but Love divine, 

Vain areall terreſtrial Things, 

They or ſoon or late decay; 

Flouriſh now, now glide away, 


Blades of Graſs, and Thrones of Kings. 


F 6 
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SONG CCLV. - 
VIEW this green, embow'ring Shade, 


Sacred to Retirement made! 
What ſurprizing Sweets ſurround me 
What Varieties confound me! 


Bleſs'd in this retir'd Abode, 

I think mylelf almoſt a God! 

I think myſelf a God, the more 
Becauſe I'm out of Envy's Pow'r. 


If bright Seraphs envious be, 

They alone can envy me; 

— 72 they let me know 
appier here below. 


SONG CCLVI. 


| E T no Joy untaſted go ; 
Short's the Pleaſure 
Thou canſt meaſure ; : 
Snatch the Minutes as they flow : 
Seaſons paſs with fleeting Time, 
The preſent Moment is the prime. 


80 N G CCLVII. 


F from the Luſtre of the Sun, 
To catch your fleeting Shade you run, 
In vain is all your Haſte, Sir: 
But if your Feet reverſe the Race, 
The Fugitive will urge the Chace, 
And follow you as faſt, Sir. 


Thus, if at any time, as now, 
Some ſcornſul Flavia you purſue, 
In hopes to overtake her ; 
Be ſure you ne'er too eager be, 
But look upon't as cold as he, 
| Aud ſeemingly forſake ber. 


6109) 


> 1, and Phyllis, Cother Day, 

ere courſing round a Cock of Hay, 
Whilſt I cou'd ne'er o'erget her: 

t. when I found I ran in vain, 

ite tir'd, I tarn'd me back again, 
And, flying from her, met her. 


SONG CCLVIII. 


ENCE to ſofter Climes away, 
Purer Air, and brighter Day ; 
bere thouſand melting Pleaſures, 
love to ſoft Lydian Meaſures ; 

od Satyrs mix their Dances 

ith ſelts, and fleering Glances ; 

hilſt ev'ry ſecret Arethuſe 

ves to guide her ſecret Sluice ; | 
ad every wanton Wood-Nymph fings, 
o the gay Muſic of their Springs. 


' SONG CCLIX. 
ERE's to thee, my Sylvia, let's drink and be 


merry; 
nd drown all our Cares in full Bumpers of Sherry; 
2mmit ev'ry Care to the Guardians above, | 
ad well live, like Immortals, in Pleaſure and Love. 


lere's Chloris's Health, lo! the Liquor flows higher; 
I's Clori;'s Name that awakens its Fire; 

ince the Liquor is clear, let.our Eloquence ſhine, 

Ind Fancy be briſk as the ſparkling Wine. 


e Nymphs and ye Graces, ye Cupids, ye Swains, 
o Flack the ſweet Roſes, the Pride of the Plains; 

luck only ſuch Flow'rs as are worthy the Fair, 

Ind weave her a Chaplet with diligent Care. 


aile to yon high Poplar's cool Shade we rezire, 
o fink in Embraces, and mingle our Fire; 
n long wiſhing Bliſſes we'll live and we'll die, 
ae melt in the Flame which J catch at her Eye. 


SONG 
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| SONG CCLX, a 
5 ID ſcorching Suns, and chilling Snow, ** 
The Hero burns, che Hero glows ; 5 


To bright Renown, by Teils, he marks his Road, dt 
At length a ſweet Repoſe he finds ; | 
His Mem'ry lives in God-like Minds ; 


Himſelf enroll'd, among the Gods, a God. 2 

> 38 onqu 

SONG CCLXI, ay 

7 WAS a Doubt in Debate among Sages of Yore, = l 
Whether Women, or Wine, more abſo- 


lute Power ; 
Now had I been the Judge, when the Matter was done, Ile d- 
Not one had been wiſer than when it begun : it thi 
For how can Man tell which the ſtrongeſt to call, 
When, with the ſame Eaſe, both can give him a Fall. For. 


D. 

SONG ccLXII.. 110 

O love and to languiſh, | 
| To ſigh and complain, 

How killing's the Anguiſh ! LY 

How tormenting's the Pain ! 8. 

Suing, : To in 

Purſuing, Gods 

Flying, By 

Deny in On 

O the Curſe of Diſdain ! 

How tormenting's the Pain! 


$ONG CCLXI. 


S Laura, conſcious of her lovely Face, 

K.iſs'd the feffected Goddeſs in the Glaſs ; 
Ana thall —— Charms (ſhe cries) theſe matchleh I've h 
Charms. 


To-Night be buried in a Huſband's Arms ? 


TY ws 


(12) 


do! ſince the Gods indulgent give me Pow'r, 
ll reign, atleaſt, the Tyrant of an Hour. 

he ſaid, and to the glitt'ring Toilet flew, 
ſeighten'd each Feature, diviner grew 
thouſand Arts, a thouſand Airs the tries, 
nd thus computes the Conqueſt of her Eyes. 


ith Seorn, Honorio's Paſſion I refign, 
rillanto, dear Brillanto, ſhall be mine; 
onquer*d Sireno ſhall this Face adore, 
ander, Damon, and a thouſand more. 


hus ſpoke the proud, premeditated Bride 
nd the Coſmetic Oracle reply'd : , 


ware, fair Nymph, beware, nor ſtriye to prove 
he dangerous Varieties of Love ; 

it think, how brittle are the Charms you boaſt, 
ad think how ſoon that Beauty may be loſt. 


For this (O heed now what I ſay!) 
Depend on, to your Sorrow; | 

If, (Nymph,) you change your Mind To- day, 
Fl] change your Face To-morrow. 


| SONG CCLXIV. 

LY, fly tomy Arms, to my Arms, 
Goddeſs of immortal Charms 
To wy Arms, to my Arms, fly, fly, 
Goddeſs of tranſporting Joy ! 
But to gaze 
On thy Face, 

Thy gentle Hand thus preſſing, 

Is a delicious Bleſſiag. 


SONG CCLXV. 
\ WIT told Cælia, that the Fair 


In Fame reſembled China Ware 
Indeed!“ (ſays the :}——* Well, if we do 


I've had this Diſh, —Years,—twenty-two P” 


0 prove its Strength, ſhe took it up, 
Id, whiltt ſhe prais d it, crack d the Cup. 8 


ſo- 


lels 


H 


ON G 


( 112} 
so CCXLVI. 
OFTEN' D by the Pow'r of Sound, 
| Human Paſſions melt away: 
Melancholy feels no Wound, 
Envy ſleeps, and Fears decay: 


Entranc'd in Pleaſure Zove's dread Eagle lies, 
Nor graſps the Bolt, nor darts his fiery Eyes. 


SONG CCLXVII, 


Y Lucy is of Form divine, 
Kind as firit-meeting Loves ; 
Sweeter than the jeſſamin; 
Softer than the Down of Doves. 
Thouſand Charms, 
Still renewing 3 
Lovediſarms, | 
| In —__ 
When the Dance ſhe briſkly leads, 
Each Heatt with ſecret Wiſhes bleeds. 


Whene'er the paſles thro' the Grove, 
Soft Violets ſpring beneath; 
Surrounding Zephyrs gently moye, 
And ſweeteſt Odours breathe, 
On her Lip, 


Trembling, ſighing, ] 

Dew they hp, | 

Fate defying. Whe 

Cou'd I ſhare with them in Bliſs, | ell me 
I'd turn to Air, to gain one Kifs, he Cc 
"Twi 

SONG CCLXVIII. | th cc 


N fair Pritannia's rich Domain, 
Where Flow'rs and Fruits alternate blew ; 
here Plerty ſpreads her peaceful Reign, 
And S:::; turround, and Fountains flow; 
Bright 7c/::0n lifts her Rye, | 
- Wand'ring thro? the Kindred Sky. 


SONG 
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SONG CLXIX. 


HO, lovely Delia, thou art coy, * 
And cruel to thy am'rous Swain; 


Regardleſs of the fighing Boy, 
Ind ſenſeleſs of thy Lover's Pain, 
et ſtill I keep thee in my Heart; 
Thou art the Nymph whom moſt I love; 


keep thy Image, tho' with Smart, 
And try if Conſtancy can move. 


n Sighs I to the Winds complain, 

And to the harden'd Rocks I weep z 
dy Day thou art my conſtant Pain, 
At Night the Viſion of my Sleep, 


SONG CCLXX. 


ENTLE Wiſhes, chaſte Deſires; 
Holy Hymen's purer Fires ; 

ves of Innocence and Pleaſure, 

oral Virtue's myſtic Treaſure ; 

Viſdom, Eloquence, and Love, 

ll are Bleſſings from above. 


SONG CCLXXI. 


ELL me ye gay, ye brave, ye wiſe, 
Ye Strangers all to Damon's, Eyes, 
Whoſe Hearts are ever free : 
ell me, how ſhall a wounded Swain, 
he Conflicts of his Mind reſtrain, 
Twixt Love and Liberty? 


ith conſtant Care my Flavia charms, 

Ind courts me to her longing Arms, 
The trueſt Nymph is ſhe : 

ly rebel Heart ſtill unconfin'd, 

0 all her fond Endearments blind, 


( 114 ) 


A Victim falls to Cz/ie's Shrine, 
Who reigns alone with FUr divine, 
Deſpotic Queen of me: => 
And, ſpite of all my conſcious Shame, 
My guilty Eyes reveal my Flame 
I've loſt my Liberty. a 5 
8 hear me, cruel 22 Love! 
ropitious to thy Suppliant prove 
Aud ler ne Ul Ne F 
Grace Flavia with her Rival's Charms, 
Or bleſs me in my Czlia's Arms, 
With Love and Liberty. 


SONG CCLXXIT. 


LOVE, regard a Virgin's Sigh ! 
O Give me Sleep, —— Ge. 
Tyrant Love, why guardeſt thou, 


Againſt ſo ſoft a Gueſt, thy Brow? 


SONG CCLXXIII. 


ENEATH a cooling Shade 
Young S!rephon ſought Relief; 


B Flow'rs around his Head, 
Pin'd, conſcious of his Grief. 


Fond, fooliſh Wretch (he cry'd) 
T love, and yet deſpair; 
Purſue, tho? fill deny d, 
By the too cruel Fair. 


The Courtier aſks a Place ; 
The Sailor tempts the Sea : 

The Miſer begs Increaſe ; 
Love only governs me. 


Not Honour, Wealth, or Fame, 
Can like ſoft Tranſports move: 
On Earth 'tis Bliſs ſupreme, 
And Heay'n is but to Love. 


* 


(415) 


BEAUTEOQUS Maid, no more reſuſe 
1 To dry thoſe cryſtal Showers ; 
ore lovely far than Morning Dews 
That fall on op'ning Flowers. 


$ONG CCLXXV. 


\ ROUND the barren Heath I rove, 
Fondly to ſeek my peerleſs Love; 

ot Paradiſe, when thou we'rt there, 

ou'd with the barren Heath compare : 
hen abſent, neither Eden's Field, 

or Tempe's Grove ſuch Pleaſures yield. 

be verdant Shrubs now blighted are, 

id Emblems of the Woes I bear. 

know not what cou'd change em ſa, 


nleſs they mourn thy Abſence to0. 


SONG CCLXXVI. 


4 BOW'R of Bliſs, and Seat of Love, 
Witneſs to the Vows he made 

itneſs to the Wreathes he wove 

To crown my happy Head | | 

lo more thoſe Oaths Myrtilh ſwears, 

Or ſwears to me no more : 

hoſe Wreathes a happier Maiden wears, 

Which I ſo lately wore. 


SONG CCLXXVII. 


| Dirge. 

JENEATH this little Length of Stone, 
In Peace a Youth is laid ; 

ow ſoon cut off! juſt ſeen and known ; 

Jult blooming, and decay d. 


NG 
) Thy 
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Thy Parent's Joy, their only Care, 
Reſt in thy Urn ſecure ; 


They only know the Grief they bear, 
For they alone endure. an, 


In Death ſecur'd, from Moes retir d. ” 
In Innocence O reſt! f A 
What made thee here to be admir'd, ort 


In Heav'n now makes thee hleſt. 


SONG CCLXXVIIT. 


B Y all chaſte Things above I ſwear, 
By ev'ry golden Star; 8 
By Heav'n and you, 
To Love Myrtillo's true. 
By thoſe ſilver Beams of Light, 


Whoſe Paleneſs rules the Night, U 
No Time, or Art | 
Shall change Myrtillo's Heart. Ne 


SONG CCLXXIX. 
HE that wou'd gain a fighing Lover, A 
Muſt at a Diſtance keep the Slave ; her 


Not, by a Look, her Heart diſcover; _ | 
Men ſcarce ſhou'd gueſs the Thoughts we have. 


Whilſt they're in doubt, their Flame increaſes, W 
And all Attendance they will pay : 

When we're poſleſs'd, their Tranſport ceaſes ; 

And Vows, like Meteors, glide away. 


| 

SONG CEXXX, B 

: Iher 
F LY, fly, unkind Myrtillo, fly, A 
Fly to my Rival's Arms, Hith 

And gaze upon her Charms; Fi 
On her believing Boſom die : | The 


The Vows once mine figh o'er again, A 
And teach her how to feel my Pain, so e 
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SONG CCLXXXTI., 


O melancholy Thoughts a Prey, 
With Love and Grief oppreſs'd ; 

To Peace a Stranger all the Day, 

And all the Night to Reft : 
or thee, diſdainful Fair, I pine, 

And wake the tender Sigh ; 
dy that obdurate Heart of thine, 

My ſweeteſt Bleſſings fly. 


The ſtubborn Rocks than thee leſs hard, 
Will kind Compaſſion ſhow ; 
vn they my loud Complaints regard, 
And echo back my Woe : 
hilſt you, averſe to all my Care, 
Unpitying hear me grieve ; 
ind add new Pangs to my Deſpair, 
Nor with a Smile relieve, 


) think how ſoon that heav*nly Bloom, 
By which you tyrannize, 
Shall fade, and ſhare the common Doom, 
And Death ſhall veil thoſe Eyes! 
hen look to that celeftial Sphere, 
f Where Souls with Rapture glow, 
„und dread to want that Pity there, 
Which you deny'd below. 


SONG CCLXXXIL. 


LOW Winds, and bear me to ſome Grove, 
Clad in Shades of baleful Yew ; 
There to mourn my hapleſs Love, 
And weep till ſhe believes me true. 
Hither, Sorrow, I invite thee; : 
Fill with thy gloomy Train my Mind ; N 
The horrid dwelling will delight me, 
And thou an — d. 


" SONG 
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SON NI. 
AIN are our fondeſt Hopes of Bliſs 
From ſuch a faithleſs World as this, 


Where Vice in ev'ry Form a n 
In wanton Youth, and palſy'd Years. 


Where Villainy exalted ſhines, 
And Merit unregarded pines ; . 
Angelic Probity unpriz'd, 
And Heav'n-deſcended Truth deſpis d; 
Where Friendſhip's Name conceals a Knave, 
Subtle and ftudious to deceive ; 
Where triumphs — Pride ; 
Where Virtue's ſcorn'd, and God defy'd. 


SONG CCLXXXIV. 


EE in the Secrets of the Grove, 
Darkneſs, with gloomy Sway, 
Expell'd the gazing Day : __ 
Noon did with mimic Glooth, 
The Face of Night aſſume. 
O bleſs'd Retreat! th' Abode of Love ! 


SONG CCLXXRV. 


OO long deceiv'd, I trove to know 
Felicity in Things below. 

But now, (O Pow'r ſupreme!) I ſee 

True Happineſs refides with thee : | 

With thee, whoſe Wiſdom guides on high, 

The Worlds of Light that gild the Sky; 

And made this Earth a Place of Pain, 


A mix'd, unſatisfying Scene. 


$ONG 
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SONG CCLEXRVT. 


CRUE L Nymph there roves 
About theſe Groves : 
Dh ! cou'd I, cou'd I find her 

is little ſubtle Dart 

ud pierce her tony Heart, 

ind teach her to be kindes. 


SONG CCLXXXVIE. 
LAGU'D with Dependance on the G 
To raiſe me from my humble State ; __ 
th paying Court to faithleſs Friends, 
odiſappointed all my Ends; 
th waſting all my blooming Years 
ndleſs Toils, and Hopes and Fears. 


—— tural — | 
fly the Man, whoſe treach' tous Art 
udes the undeſigning Heart? 
Calumny, no pale-cheek'd Care, 
Envy ſhall attend me there. 


re, ſeated near a gliding Stream, 

ent on ſome inſpiring Theme ; 
wand'ring o'er the flow'ry Vale, 

dibing Joy from ev*ry Gale: 
ſtrive that bliſsful State to gain £ 
fondly ſought, ſo fought in vain. 


SONG CCLXXKVIIE 


WEET be thy thou lovely Maid 
And ſoft upon thine Eye-lids laid | 
ep Silence guard thee all around, 
thing hurtful here be found; 
Spirit tread this Ground z 
ether Fawn, or Satyr leud, 
tvil Genius of the Wood. 


. 
Mm 
7 
| 
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(' 120 ) 


SON G CCLXEXXIX., 
HAT Joy, (O Friendſhip !) do we find 
In thee, to raiſe the human Mind ! 
Friendſhip's the nobleſt Bliſs we know . | 
'That virtuous Souls can taſte below 
The ſacred, ſocial, tender Tye, _ 
Of Souls immortaliz'd on high. 


It makes our Pleaſures more ſincere ; 
Divides and leſſens ev*ry Care; 

Forbids the burthen'd Heart to ligh, 
And wipes the Tear from Sorrow's Eye; 
Makes Solitude and Deſarts pleaſe, 

And ſooths the Soul a thouſand Ways. 


$ON'G CCXC. 
E R Breath perfumes the Vale, 
Sweet as the Morning yields ; 


Sweet as th' Arabian Gale, 
That breathes from ſpicy Fields. 


SONG CCXCT. 


A Y, fly me not, (alluring Fair,) 
Nor ſcorn theſe Locks of filver Hair; 


N Youth now lends thee ev'ry Grace, 
And Beauty, blooming, paints thy Face : 


Tho' Nature o'er thy Cheeks hath ſpread 
The ſmiling Morning's pureſt Red; 
'Tho' all that's lovely dwells in thee, 

Yet fly not thus from Love, and me. 


How do thoſe Wreathes delight the Eye, 
Compos'd of Blooms of various Dye 
See, 3 how fair the Lilly ſhows, 
Entwin'd around the bluſbing Roſe! 


SONG 


( x21 } 


$ONG CCXCIL. 


HAT beauteous Nymph is this, in Dreſs 
Like to ſome ſimple Shepherdeſs ? 

Face ſo fair, ſo fine a Mein, 

'ot unworthy Beauty's Queen. 

ghing ſhe leans upon her Crook, 

ith charming, tho? diforder'd Look. 

, from her Eye, as cryſtal clear, 

donn on her Cheek there drops a Tear, 

ght make Revenge, tho' juſt, to nod, 

nd inſtant break her Iron Rod. 


SONG ccxeln. 


WAS Lowe's Command, (fair Beauty's Son) 
That I ſhou'd nimbly with him run ; 

nd when, by cautious Fear delay'd, 

lowly with Regret obey'd, 

eurg'd me with a purple Wand, 

hich grac'd his all- ſubduing Hand. 


bro' ruſhing Torrents ſwift we go, 

nd Streams that roughly rapid flow ; 

bro' Woods which wave with paſſing Gales, 
mbow'ring Groves, and low-ſunk Waves ; 
tlo! what chanc'd, as Lowe and I, 

ro Vales, and Groves, and Torrents fly. 


Serpent's Sting, thro' ev'ry Vein, 

ifus'd a Heart-enfeebling Pain; 

bro' all my Limbs a Faintneſs ſpread ; 

y Strength decay'd, my by fled ; 

te Soul ſeem'd haſt'ning to depart, 

d Life ſcarce warm'd my languid Heart. 


it Love immediate Comfort brings; 

fans me with his downy Wiags ; 

And know from thy Contempt,” (he cries) 
Of Capid's Laws thy Woes ariſe : 

Now, taught by Pain, his Pow'r adore, 
And tempt his juſt Revenge no more. 


ON6 G SONG 
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; SONG. CCC. 
IN CE, with her Song, fad Philomel i; 
Did the Night's approach foretel, | a 


1 have not ctos'd my reitleſs Eye; 
And now the Lark aſcends the Sky, 
And hath his artleſs Notes begun, 

To bid Good-Morrow to the Sun: 
Here on this flow'ry Bank I'll try 

If gentle Sleep will cloſe mine Eye. 


SONG CCXCV. 


N Myrtles laid, with Roſes crown'd, 
And Flow'rs that breathe Delight around, 
In drink, and all my Soul incline 
To Mirth, the Child of gen'rous Wine. 


Then Love ſhall, like my Slave, prepare 
The genial Bowl that poiſons Care ; 
For, ſwiftly as the Chariot flies, 
To win the hard-contelted Prize; 
Our Life as ſwiftly rolls away, 
With all that's pleafing, all that's gay. 
This Frame muſt ſoon. to Aſhes turn, 
And fill the cold ſepulchral Urn; 
And Silence chain the tuneful Tongue, 
Each Bone diſſolv'd, each Nerve unſtrung. 


Why, on our Tombs, are Ungvents ſpread, 
(Super fluous Care to grace the Dead:) 
And why the vain Libation paid, 
To honour an unconſciqus Shade ? 
Rather to me, whilſt — I live, 
The coſtly, fragrant Bleſſings give: 
My Head aun aa —— — 
W hoſe Sweets furpaſs the Breath. of Morn; 
And call the Fair, whoſe Charms impart 
Soft Extaſies that ſway the Heart. 


i 


\( 223) 

O Love !. e'er Pm compell'd to go 
To Crowds of jayleſs Shades below z 
My Soul ſhall ev'ry Pleafure ſhare, 
And court Delight, and baniſh Care. 


SONG CCXCVI. 

Life, my Love, my Flirimel, 

I've ſearch'd the Secrets of the Vale ; 
I've queſtion'd ev'ry Breath of Air, 
When laſt he kiſs'd my abſent Fair; 
The feather'd Warblers of the Grove 
Were ſilent, when I nam'd my Love: 
Thy Shepherd fear'd, ſame Sylvan Pow'r 

ad ſnatch'd the Goddeſs of the Bow'r. 


SONG CCXCVII. 


OME hither, Myra, whilſt the Sun 
Prepares his radiant Courſe to run; 
ome fit, my Fair-One, always gay, 
nſpirer of the tender Lay; 
Dn yonder Bank, with Vi'lets crown'd, 
and, Cowſlips, breathing Sweets around: 
Then liſten, kind, whilſt I impart 

hat Fondneſa dictates to my Heart. 


SONG CCXCVIII. 


fell 

rom the ſweet Lips of Florimel. 

er Tongue was ever ſoft and kind, 
alm as breathes the Southern Wind 
ts Murmurs to the dimpled Wave, 
aen Boreas ſleeps within his Cave. 


G 2 


HAT means my Love? Thoſe Words nel er 
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r 


(124) 


so N ccxcix. 
O me how beautiful appear 
All Nature's Works, when Chlas near ! 


Sweet glides the mazy Stream along, 
And ſweetly ſounds the Wriib's Song. 


With added Charms the Flow'rs diſplay 
Their Beauties, op'ning to the Day ; 
But Chloe gone, my Pleaſures fly; 

The Stream unheeded wanders by. 


The Birds, methinks, diſcordant fing ; 
And cheerleſs breathe the Sweets of Spring : 
*Tis Chloe charms, and makes with Eaſe 
Each varying Scene, and Object pleaſe. 


I 


SONG CCC. 
| H ſtay! Thou Fair unkind : S Ih 
O Some Spell in me gie Fetters binds The 
Our erring Minds. | And 


She flies, ſhe flies, : 
Far from my longing Eyes, 
Which till purſue 
The leſs'ning View. 
She's gone, gone, gone, for ever gone 
And Life to come be a Groan, () 


' SONG CCCI. 


O CHLOF! each ſuperior Grace, 
Adorns thy Soul, and decks thy Face: 
Both form'd ſo fair, not Envy's Eye | 
Can one Defe&, or Blemiſh ſpy;  _. 
Ev'n Virtue's ſelf, wou'd Mankind ſee, 
Their wond'ring Eyes wou'd fix on thee. 


May Heay'n, to crown my Life with Joy, 
Por thee its guardian Care employ ; 
And ev'ry ſwiftly-circling Hour - 


Abufidant Bleſſings round thee pour: 


(125. ): 
Then Damon, bleſt in thi Retreat, 
Shall ſcorn the Glory of the Great. 


SONG CCCII. 

S with wearied I trod, 

Seeking Dainties for the God ; 
As I meaſur'd, up and down, 
Verdant Lawns, and Fallows brown ; 
Sunny Hills, and ruſſet Dales, 
Op'ning Glades, embower'd Vales 3 
Streaming Lakes, and Rivers grey, 
I 'ſpy'd where Cupid ſlee ping lay. 


SONG CCCU.. 


0 F T is it pleaſing to the Great 
To live forgetful of their State ; 
To leave Abundance, and unbend 

Their Minds with ſome inferior Friend. 


Where bleſs'd with Health, and homely Fare, 
They quaff Delight, and ſmile at Care; 

And find, that in an humble Cell, 

Mirth, Innocence, and Peace can dwell. 


SONG CCCIV. . 


| () GENTLE Sleep, propiticus prove, 
| To a faithful Swain be kind! 
And fill, in pleaſing Dreams, her Mind 
With ſad Myrtillo's conſtant Love. 


. . SONG CCCV. 
WOU*'D ſome Zephyr waft, with Care, 
My Houſe and Garden thro' the Air, 
1o Lands encircled by the Main, 
Where Li/liputian Monarchs reign ! 
How wou'd it glad my Heart, to fee 
Whole Nations; — ſomewhat leſs than me: 
My Houſe wou'd then a Palace rie, 
And Kings with Envy view my Size. 


G 3 SNG 


(726) 


SONG CCCYI. 


AIL, — y Bow'r! bleſt Grotto, hail, 
Chat hol N my Fair, tho' cruel Florime/# 
See, Where on yonder Bank ſhe lies ; 
[| Kind Sleep has clogd her — _ 
Her flowing Locks her Neck oferſpread ; 
Her Lilly Arm ſupports her Head: 
Her Face like chaſte Diana ſeems 
When ſhe ſheds her filyer Beams, 
O'er the Fairies midnight Courts; 
And guides their little, frolic Sports, 


—  _tll.._ww. 
— — 
- 


SONG CCCVHL. 


The Bee. 


/ O yonder newly-open'd Roſe, .- 
| W hoſe Leaves the Morning's Bluſh diſcloſe, 


How ſwift the prudent Inſect flies, 

Who oft in Beds of Fragrance lies; 
And now the dewy Drop devours 

That ſoft impearls the blowing Flow'n ! 
He now on Wings of Zephyrs rides, 
Then, ſmogth in airy Circles glides ; 
And taſtes whatever Nature yields 
In fragrant Gardens, Groves of Fields. 


SONG CCCVUIIL. 


WAKE, my Faireſt, my Delight : 
Cheer me with thy admiring View. 
Who firſt ſhall greet thy waking Sight, 
Him ſhalt thou love, and him purſue. 


SONG CCCIX. 
H Y, Lycidas, ſhou'd Man be vain, 
If bounteous Heav'n hath made him great? 
Why look with inſolent Diſdain, 
On * undeck'd with Wealth and State? 


(up) 


an ſplendid Robes, or Beds of Down, 
Orcoſtly Gems' to deck the Hair ; 

in all the Gloties'of a Crown 

Give Health, or ſmooth the Brow of Care? 


The ſcepter'd Prince, the burthen'd Slave ; 
The Humble and the Haughty die; 

The Poor, the Rich, the Baſe, the Brave, 
In Duſt, without Diſtinction, lie. 


o, ſearch the Tomb where Monarehs reſt, 
Who once the richeſt Glories wore; 

led is that Grandeur they poſſeſsd, 

And all their Greatneſs isno more. 


o glides the Meteor thro' the Sky, 
And ſweeps * * gilded Train ; 
but, when its ſhort-liv'd Beauties die, 

Diſſolves to common Air again. 


SONG CCCX, 


HAT lovely Object fills my Sight 
At once with' Awe, and with Delight ? 
pant, 1 burn: my Blood's on fire! 

) Faireft, form'd to raiſe- Defire; 

hou that giv'ſt, muſt heal my Smart. 

ere ll try my ſtolen Dart. 


SONG CCCXL 


$ MIRA! fair as early Day, 
More cheering than the Sunny Ray: 
Not all the Beauties Nature yields, 
o ſcent the Lawns, or grace the Fields; 
Nor gaudy Finch, with gilded Wing, 
Nor warbling Larks that foar and ſing ; 
Nor cooling Seat in vaulted Bow*rs, 
Nor Fragrance hreath'd from op'ning Flow'rs 3 
Nor Fall of Streams, nor lonely Walks, 
Vhere unſubſtantial Echo talks; | 
G 4 Ner 


. 


(128 ) 
Nor bleating Flocks, nor graſſy Downs, 
Nor filken Nymphs retir'd from Towns: 


Not theſe have Charms, whene'er we part, 
To kindle Pleaſure in my Heart. 


SONG CCCXII. 
HILE on my Breaſt, 
My Fair doth reſt, 
Oh ! let Myrtillo's Faith be prov'd ! 
Let theſe ſad Sighs ; 
'Theſe ſtreaming Eyes; 
Witneſs that he ever lov'd. 


SONG CCCXIII. 


8 UCH c-— gr and Goodneſs together con 
in'd ; 8 i 

do beauteous her Face, ſo inchanting her Mind ; 

So as. yet chaſte ; and ſo humble, yet fair; 

So comely her Shape, ard ſo decent her Air 

So ſkilfu], that Nature's improv'd by her Art; 

So prudent her Head, ſo bounteous her Heart ; 

So wiſe without Pride, and ſo modeſtly neat ; 
is ſtrange this ſweet Ch/pe ſhou'd be ſuch a Cheat! 


For tho? ſhe to Man, for a Mortal, was given, 
Theſe Virtues declare her Extraction from Heav'n. 


SONG CCCXIV. 


ET theſe Arms again enfold thee. 
Faithful Shepherd, do I hold thee ? 
Gloomy Cares that fill'd my Mind, 
Hence ; — I give you to the Wind. ' © 
Smiling Joys, and Pleaſures gny, © 
On gaudy Pinions round me play, 


S ONG 


(19) 


SONG CCCXV. 


Wo ET perjur u, fair Aminta know, 
What, for her Sake, I undergo 

fell ker, for her, what I ſuſtain, 

\ ling'ring Fever's waſting Pais: 

ell her the Torments I endure, 

'hich ſhe (ſweet Nymph} alone can cure, 


dit O! ſhe ſcorns to hear or ſee, 

The Wretch that lies ſo low as me; 

er ſudden Greatneſs turns her Brain, 
Ind Strephon hopes, alas! in vain : 

or ne er was found, tho' often try'd, 
That Pity ever dwelt with Pride. 


SONG CCCXVI. 


MILING Hours ſhall attend ye ; 
I) Joys in endleſs Circles move: 
aid always ſhall befriend ye, 

And ey'ry Moment fill with Love. 


Con 


SONG CCCXVII. 


JENEATH this Shade 

D When thou art laid, 

In ſing, than Pipe more clear; 
hat ſoothing Sleep 

May o'er thee creep, 


And wove thee thro' thine Ear. 


eat! 


SONG CCCXVIIL. 


| EAR PZllis, did you never gaze, 

LF Thro' Optic-Glaſs, on mouldring Cheeſe ? 
| here, Phi/lis, did you ne'er perceive 

\ Croud of dwarfiſh Creatures live? 

'be little Tbings, elate with Pride, 

rat to and fro, from Side to Side: 


NG G 


| 


Conquer'd by your ſuperior Senſe, 


(139) 
In tiny Pomp, and pertly vain, 
Lords of their pleaſing Orb, they reign ; 
And, fill'd with harden'd Curds and Cream, 
Think the whole Dairy made for them. *T 


So Men, conceited Lords of all, 
Wa!k proudly o'er this pendent Ball ; 
Fond of their little Spot below, 
Nor greater Beings care to know; An 
But think thoſe Worlds, which deck the Skies, he | 
Were only form'd to pleaſe their Eyes. 


* 
SONG CCCXIX. 


REAT Tove, to thee our Rites belong; 

Thy Name demands the Shepherd's Song; ell 

Thy Pow'r demands the Shepherd's Knee. 
Below, Above, 


All, All is Love : + 

Ev'ry Thing is full of Thee. tf 

SONG CCOXX. 41 

ORGIVE me, Delia, twas a Deed Ar 

Which from Ambition ſprung ; 

T'll ne'er again preſume to plead Ar 

With your victorious Tongue. * 

Such Wiſdom in your Words appears, Or 

Such Muſic makes them pleaſe ; vt 7 
Mine loſe their Force, like Morning Stars, 

Before the Solar Rays. el 


I drop the tatling War; 
Convinc'd your powerful Eloquence 
Is ſtrong as you are fair. 
Yet, tho' ſubdu'd, my Fall is great 
Nor ſhamefully I yield ; T 


Tis Honour to centend, tho? beat, 
When Angels take the Field, 


( 13x ) 


SONG CCCXXI. 
„INE 'tis alone can ſwell 
With decent Pride the Heart; 
Wine wakes the Song, 
Inſpires the Tongue ; 
And ftrikes with bolder Art 
he ſhrill-reſounding Shell. 


SO CCCXXIL 


HLOF, ſince we have Both been kind, 
And of each other hadour Fill ; 

ell me what Pleaſure can you find, 

In forcing Nature *gainſt ber Will ? 


is true you may, with Art and Pain, 
Keep in ſome Glowings of Deſire; 

t till, thoſe Glowings which remain, 
Are only Aſhes of the Fire. 


hen let us free each other's Saul, 

And laugh at the dull, conſtant Fool, 
'ho wou'd Love's Liberty controul 
And teach us how to whine by Ruls. 


t us no Impoſitions ſet, 

Or Clogs upon each other's Heart; 
ut as for Pleaſure firſt we met; 

So now, for Pleaſure, let us part. 


e both have ſpent our Stock of Love, 
do conſequently ſhou'd be free: 

phon expects you in yon Grove, 
And matchleſs Delia waits for me. 


SO NG CCCXNIII. 


INE 'tis alone can bid ariſe 
The Wretch that pining lies: 
de Brow of Pain can ſmooth, 

he Sigh of $orrow ſooth ; Xa 


(132) - 
And equal, in Command. 
The Fatherleſs, and Father of the Land: 
Can bear aloft on Fancy's Wing 
Th' impriſon'd Slave, to ſcorn th' inveſted King. 


SONG CCCXXIV. 


WHEN Flavia tunes her vocal Song, 
And itrikes the trembling Strings ; 

The lining Audience round her throng, 
Admiring whilſt ſhe ſings. * Be 
But, when we view the ſkilful Fair, "0 
We're ſtruck with more Surprize ; s 
Before ſhe only ſooth'd our Ears, 

But now, inchants our Eyes. 


Beauty and Harmony combin'd, 
Like ſecret Charms betray ; 

Like Ghoſts in magic Rings confin'd, 
We cannot move away. 


So Birds, imprudent, fall to Ground, 

When pleaſing Notes they hear; 

Luli'd by the Piper's artful Sound, 
Jill taken in his Snare, 


SONG CCCXXY, 


E E, within his living Grave, 
Ihe Wretch, a nameleſs Thing ! 
Let but the ſparkling Juice 
Its gen'rous Warmth infule ; 
Hark ! how he begins to rave, 
Amid his Chainsa King, | 
Alternate he riſes, and ſinks like the Wave; 
Now view him a Monarch, now ſee him a Slave. 


SONG CCCXXVI. 
[NCE, Kitty, I muſt bid adieu, 
How can 1 help deſpairing ? 
Let Fate its Rigours ſtill purſue, 
There's nought more worth my Caring, 


U Ty 5 


a V) 
. 


(. 133.) 


Twas ſhe alone cou'd calm my Soul, 4 
When racking Thoughts did grieve me; 

Her Eyes my Tortures cou'd controul, 

And into Joys deceive me. ' 


arewel ye Brooks, no more along 
Your Banks mult I be walking: 

jo more you'll hear my Pipe or Song; 
Or pretty Kitty's talking. 


But I, by Death an End will give 
To Grief, ſince we muſt ſever : 
For, who can, after parting live ; 

Ought to be wrerched ever. 


SONG CCCXXVII. 


I'R'D with th' intoxicating Fumes, 
| The low-born Clod 
Affects the God; 
The Sigher ſings 
The Poor are Kings: 
The gen' rous Juice inſpires 
Ev'n Fools with unknown Fires; 
Till Wine the Tongue unbends, 
And Wit forgets her Friends ; 
And ſneering Taunts, 
And bellowing Rants, 
With ſenſeleſs Sound 
All Ears confound : 
i]] ev'n the Meek the Brow of Rage aſſumes; 
And Men, and Wine, and Arms, and Goblets 
| ſtrew the Ground, i 


SONG CCCXXVIII. 


H E trembling Merchant begs for Eaſe, 
When toſt upon the boiſt'rous Seas; 
Wuen frowning Clouds obſcure the Skies, 

and Thunder roars, and Lightning flies, 


Nor 
Twas 


(144) 
Nor filver Mines, nor ſhining Gold, + 
Nor all the Gems fam'd India holds ; 


Nor _ Robes, nor pompous State, 
Can heal the Cares which vex the Great. 


Happy the Man whoſe frugal Board 
Supplies the Wiſhes of its Lord ; 

No tears torment his peaceful Breaſt, 
No ſordid Avarice breaks his Reſt, 


Why ſhou'd we ſo much Wealth defire, 
When Life ſo little will require? | 

Why ſhou'd we rove, from Zone to Zone, 
And change, for other Climes, our own ? 


SONG CCCXXIX. 


T George's high Command, from far 
The lofty Clarion ſounds to War : 
At once the Battle ſwarms, 
And Princes ruſh to Arms. 
The royal Word 
Unſheathes the Sword: 
He bids to ſave 
The Fair and Brave: 
Inftant the Brave and Fair 
Are made the Soldier's Care, 
And ſafe mid War's Alarms. | 


SONG CCCXXX. 


LL make their Exit, ſoon or late; 
And, ſhou'd the Gods contract thy Date, 
The vital Hour deny'd to thee, | 
Their kinder Hand may give to me. 


What tho' thy fruitful Paſtures keep 
An hundred Flocks of bleating Sheep ? 
What tho' thy proud, exulting Mares 
Prance, fly, before thy gilded Cars ? 


Thy 


(135) 
Board tho' twenty Diſhes grace; 
Coat as many Yards of Lace; 


yy not the purple Dye, 
"I thy Pomp of Luxury. 


re ſome Sparks of Phæbu Fire, 
warm my Breaſt, if not inſpire: 
little Wealth to make me proud, 

| Senſe enough to ſcorn the Croud. 


SONG CCCXXXIT: 8 


HEN, in Reward of all his Toil, 
The Soldier ſweats beneath the Spoil, 
o caſt it at the Royal Feet he hies: 

Nor leſs, in Sky-born Peace, 

he Huſbandman his Care employs 

To greet him with the Golden Fleece. 


SONG CCCXXXII. 

OME kind Angel, gently flyin 
Mov'd with My — Pain 1 

| Corinna Jam dying, 

ill with Joy we meet again. 

| Corinna, fince we parted, 

have never known Delight; 

| ſhall ſoon be broken-hearted, 

[1 longer want her Sight, 


| her how her Lover, mourning, . 
hinks each lazy Day a Year ; 

ling ev'ry Morn returning, 

Ince Corinna is not here. 


her too, not diſtant Places, 

vill ſhe be but true and kind! 

d with Time, and Change of Faces, 
er ſhall ſhake my conſtant Mind. 


- 


( 136) 


SONG CCCXXXIII. 


HE King, with Empire's Cares oppreſt, 

Demands Relief of downy Reſt ; 
Th' appointed Youth his Duty knows, 
And wakeful watches his Repoſe. 


| Upon his Lids no SJumbers fall ; 

| He wakes for him, who wakes for All : 
| Nor Life his Wiſh, nor Death his Dread, . 
| So Safety crown the Royal Bed. 


SONG CCCXXXIV. 


| AN's a poor, deluded Bubble, 
Wand'ring in a Miſt of Lies; 
Seeing falſe, or ſeeing double, 
Who wou'd truſt to ſuch weak Eyes ? 


Yet, preſuming on his Senſes, 
On he goes, moſt wond'rous wiſe ; 
Doubts of Truth, believes Pretences ; 
Loſt in Error, lives and dies. 


SONG CCCXXXV, 


R M'D for the doubtful Fight, 
Men, fearleſs, take their Way ; 
They dare the darkeſt _ 
a: 


And tempt the rougheſt 
The Lion's Rage they dauntleſs meet; 


They ſweat, they toil; 
They kill, they ſpoil, 
And with the Spoil their Fair-One greet. 


SONG CCCXXXVI. , 
\ CCEPT, my Love, as true a Heart, 


As ever Lover gave : 
is free (it vows) from any Art, 


And proud to be your Slave, 


— 


(137 ) 


hen take it kindly as 'twas meant, 

And let the Giver live ; 

ho with it wou'd the World have . 
Had it been his to give. 


Ind that Lucinda may not fear 

I Cer will prove untrue's 

y Vows ſhall, ending with the Year, 
With it begin anew. 


SON G cccxxxvn. 


O Woman, all Mankind we owe ; 
From her, in ſweet Return, 
Mankind conſpite to burn; 
er her, the Spring whence Life and Being flow. 


or her, their deareſt, beſt Concerns they leave, 
Forego the Sweets of native Air, 

And all a Parent's tender Care; 

0 her, for Life, and her alone, they cleave. 


or her the T oils of Men, their keen Purſuits * 
Their reſtleſs Soul tis ſhe inſpires 

With eager Cares, and vague Deſires : 

heirs the Toil, and her's the Fruits. 


5 ON G CCCXXXVIIL. 


AIR Yenus, Queen of female Charms, 
Calls to her Son one Day: 

ome, Cupid, come 3 to Arms, to Arme, 

And leave your childiſh Play. 


e'ſt thou yon blooming, tender Fair, 
Whom ev'ry Grace adorns; 

hoſe lovely Face, and Shape, and Air, 
Surprize, and charm by Turns. | 


00d-Nature ſmooths her equal Brow ; | 
Love ſparkles in her Eyes ; 
ompaſſion melts her tender Heart; 


dhc's all that Man can prize. f 
With 


( 138 ) 


With ſuch 2 Charms ſhe ſhines; 
So exquilitely fair, : 

That all my Gracem by Miſtake, 
Are fled to wait on her. 


Haſte then, (my Dear, ) your Bow prepare z 


Chuſe out the keeneſt Dart; 
Find one that's worthy of this Fair, 
And ſtrike him thro' the Heart. 


See that, with Merit, Virtue join, 
To form his manly Breaſt; 
Good-Nature with fond Love combine, 
To make the Fair- One bleſt. 


Enough, enough, youn Copid cries, 
I'll pleaſe you in a: Man; | 

Find one more worthy of the Prize 
Than Sylvio, if you can. 


He ſpake : and let an Arrow fly; 
I bleed: (the Lover cry d.) 


Hymen ſteppid in, and clos'd the-Wound, 


Or he — dy'd. 


SONG cc XXXIX. 
ESI DE the King, Apame ſat ; 
W hene'er ſhe fed. 
His Sighs reply'd ; 
Whene'er ſhe ſmil'd, 
The King, beguil'd 
Forgat his ame, forgat hiv State, 
From the Victor's Brow 
She took the Crown, 
To grace her o] n; 
And haughty cry'd, 
With beauteous Pride, 
Who's the Victor now ? 


* 


SON 


0D 


SONG CCCXL: 

NCR by ill Fate I'm ſore'd away, | 
And ſyatch'd ſo ſoon from thy dear Arms; 

inſt my Will I muſt obey, | 

nd leave thoſe ever-blooming Charms, 

fil! love on, and never fear, 

ut You and Conſtancy will prove, 

ugh my preſent Flame to bear, 

nd ne: me, whilſt in Abſence, love. 


. tho! your Preſence Fate denies, 

| Wheel, alas! the killing Smart ; 
can, with undiſcerning Eyes, 
hold your Picture in my Heart. 


SONG CCCXLI. 


AIN's the Force of ſparkling Wine, 
And all the Power of Woman's vain ; 

tk the King we call divine; 

nd wicked all the Sons of Men: 

The King himſelf ſhall nameleſs fall, 

But Truth eternal reigns o'er all, 


SONG CCCXLIL. 


vain, alas ! — tries, 
To eaſe his — reaſt; 
Anoret the Cure denies, 

nd makes his Pain a Jeſt. 


Fair-One, why to me ſo coy, 

d why to him ſo true? 

with more Coldneſs {lights the Joy, 
dan I with Love purſue. 


den, unhappy Lover, die; 
r, fince ſhe gives thee Death, 
World has nothing that can buy 


ON Moment more of Breath. 


Yet, 


. (.140-) 
Yet, tho' thy ſcorn I cou'd out- live, 
*Twere Folly ; fince to me, 
Not Love itſelf a Joy can give, 
But, Amoret, in the. * 


AIR tho' ſhe be, yet Woman's Charms are in 
Great tho it be, this Earth ſhall melt awy; 

High tho' they be, the Heav'ns themſelves ſhall fal 
Swift tho? the Sun, Time ſhall his Courſers ſlay, 
HE, only HE, ſhall never taſte Decay, 
Who call'd from Chaos all Things into Day, 
More ſwift, more high, more great, mon 


= 


SONG CCCXLIV. 


O* Beds of Roſes, Luc ſay 2 
| What well-ſhap'd Youth, perfum'd with 0 
In ſome cool Grot, excluding Day, 
Urges thee cloſe with am'rous Toil ? 
or whom ty'{t thou thy golden Hair? 
Still charming in thy Want of Care 


How oft ſhall he (ill-fated Youth !) H 
With Tears regret thy Breach of Truth ? 1 
Thy faithleſs Gods and Sea (at laſt) len 


With Tempeſts and black Winds o'ercaſt, WM. cr 
Which he, unus'd to, wond'ring ſhall behold, Haris. 
Who, credulous, thinks thee like to Gold! mir 
Hoping thou, (vain Hope !) will be 
Ever lovely, ever free. 
Fond Youth ! he little knows 


The treacherous Wind that blows! E 

Hapleſs they, who in their Arms 
Claſp thy unexperienc'd Charms ct P 
Scap'd from the Storm, and ſafe aſhore, Un 
In Neptune's Shrinel've hung my Clotb o pu 
There too this votive Picture ſhows, He: 
Once ſhipwreck'd, 1'11 to Sea no more. Mad! 
No 


SON 


(11) 


SONG CCCXLV. 

$ the rich Apple, on whoſe Boughs, 
Ripe Fruit with ftreaky Beauty glows, 

cells the Trees that ſhade the Grove, 

do ſhines, among her Sex, my Love. 


re . 

away; SONG CCCXLVI. | 
| full NWISE who, firſt, the Charm of Nature loft, 
ſay With Tyrian Purple ſoil'd the ſnowy Sheep; 


wiſer ſtill who Seas and Mountains croſt, 
ho dig the Rock, and ſearch the pearly Deep. 


eſe coſtly Toys our filly Fair ſurprize; 

The ſhining Follies cheat their feeble Sight; 

eir Hearts, ſecure in Trifles, Love deſpiſe ; 

'Tis vain to court them, but more vain to write, 


hy did the Gods conceal the little Mind, 
And earthly Thought, beneath a heav'nly Face? 
oct the Worth that dignifies Mankind, 
et ſmooth and poliſh ſo each outward Grace. 


SONG CCCXLVIL 
H O quits the Lilly's fleecy White 
To fix on meaner Flow'rs, the Sight ? 
r leaves the Roſe's Stem untorne, 
» crop the Bloſſom from the Thorn? 
nrivalld thus thy Beauties are; 
ſhines my Love among the Fair, 


ith 0 


SONG CCCXLVIIT. 


EW. are the Maids that now on Merit ſmile ; 
On Spoil and War is bent the Iron Age: 

et Pain and Death attend on War and Spoil, 
Unſated Vengeance and remorſeleſs Rage. 
0 Ian Spoil ev'n Love itſelf is ſold; 

er Lover's Heart is leaſt Amanda's Care; 
ad | thro! War muſt ſeek deteſted Gold, 
Not for myſelf, but for my venal Fair : 


ore, 
lothe 
'S, 
ore. 


ON 


And whilft I gaze my Boſom glows ; 


Then this will be no more. 


(42) 
That while ſhe bends beneath the Weight of 
The ſtiff. neck d Robe may ſpoil her eaſy Mein; 


And Art miſtaken make her, Beauty leſs, 
While ſtill it hides ſome Graces better ſeen, \ 


- $ON G-CCCXLIX. 
ORBEAR, O charming Swain! forbear; 
Thy Voice inchants my Hit ning Ear; 


My flutt'r ing Heart with Love o'erflows : 
The Shades of Night hang o'er my Eyes, 
And ev'ry Senſe within me dies. 


BE K not to know To-morrow's Doom ; 
That 's not ours which is to come. 
The preſent Moment's all our Store; 
The next ſhou'd Heav'n allow, 


So all our Life is but one inſtant Neew, 


Look on each Day you've paſt 
Io be a mighty Treaſure won, 
And lay each Moment out in Haſte ; 
We're {ure to live too faſt, 

And cannot live too ſoon, 


Youth does a thouſand Pleaſures bring, 
Which from decrepid Age will fly ; 
The Flow'rs that flouriſh in the Spring, 

In Winter's cold Embraces die, 


SONG CCCLI. 
OW lovely art thou to the Sight, 
For Pleaſure form'd, and ſweet Delight! 
1 all as the Palm-Tree is thy Shape; 
Thy Breaſts are like the cluſt ring Grape. 


SON 
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SONG COCLIT. 
Y Fair's a Garden of Delight, | ** 
Enclos'd, and hid from vulgar Sight: 
here Streams from bubbling Fountains ſtray, 
d Flow'rs enrich the ve —_— 


1 


$ONG CCCEHT. 
Rr Cold does the whole Earth in- 
vade; 


d 

ke a Diſeaſe, thro? all its Veins, tis ſpread, 9 
xd each late, living Stream benumb'd and dead. | 
s melt the frozen Hours, make warm the Air; | 
t cheerful Fires Sols feeble Beams repair; 
Il the large Bowl, with ſparkling Wine; 
's drink till our own Faces ſhine ; 
| we like glorious Suns appear, 
light and warm tbe Hemiſphere. 
ine can diſpenſe to all both Light and Heat, 
ey are, with Wine, incorporate ; 

at pow'rful Juice, with which no Cold dares mix 3 
hich ſtill is fluid, and no Froſt can fix; 
t that but in Abundance flow, 
d let it ſtorm and thunder, hail and ſnow, 
s Heav'n's Concern ; and let it be 
te Care of Heav'n ſtill, for me. 
boſe Winds which rend the Oaks, and plough the 

eas, 
eat Jove can, if he pleaſe, 
ith one commanding Nod appeaſe. 


$ONG CCCLIV. 


WEE T Nymph, whom ruddier Charms adorn 
t! | Thaa open with the roſy Morn ; 

as the Moon's unclouded Light, 

d a: the Sun in Splendor bright; 

„ Zeauties dazzle from afar, 
SON: glitt'ring Arms which gild the Wer. 


SONG 
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SONG CCCLV. 
RANT me, e Love, ſaid I. 
One dear Reh ver I die; 
Long I've borne Exceſs of Pain, 
Let me now ſome Bliſs obtain. 


Thus to Almighty Love I cry'd, 
When angry, thus the God reply d. 


Bleflings greater none can have, th 
Art thou not Amanda's Slave ? 
Ceaſe, fond Mortal, to implore ; | 
Love, ev'n Love himſelf's no more. = 


SONG CCCLVI. - 
TAKE me! ſtamp me to thy Breaſt ! 
Deep let the Image be impreſt ; 
For Love, like armed Death, is ſtrong ; 
- Rudely he drags his Slaves along: 


If once to Jealouſy he turns, 
With nevec-dying Rage he burns. = 
SONG CCCLVI.. ik 


HY Voice, O Harmony ! with awful Sound, bea. 
Cou'd penetrate th* Abyſs profound: 
Explore the Realms of antient Night, F 
And ſearch the living Source of unborn Light. * 


Confuſion heard thy Voice and fled, 3 do 
And Chaos deeper plung'd his vanquiſh'd Head. d all 
Then did'ſt thou, Harmony, give Birth e we 
To this fair Form of Heav'n and Earth ; Mus 


Then all thoſe ſhining Worlds above, 
In myſtic Dance began to move 
Around the radiant Sphere of Eire, 


A never ceaſing, never ſilent Choir, 


( 145 ) 


SONG CCCLVIIT. 


HY Groves, O Richmond ! now may vie 
With old Parnaſſus ſacred Hill; 

: Muſes here their Voices try, 

ind Bards the heav'nly Rapture feel, 


Grotto, venerably-wild, 

Ceems like Calyp/o's fabled Cell; 

that where, from the World exil'd, 
he peaceful Hermit loves to dwell, 


e Buſts rais'd, by a Queen's Command, 
hro' ev'ry Age ſhall ſpeak her Praiſe ; 
hilt Science lives in 4/6i0n's Land; 

Or Bards, to Merit, tune their Lays. 


SONG CCCLIX. 


JEGIN the pow'rful Song, ye ſacred Nine, 
) Your Inſtraments and Voices join 

rmony, Peace, and ſweet Deſire, 

every Breaſt inſpire. - 

vive the melancholy, drooping Heart, 

d ſoft. Repoſe to reſtleſs Thoughts impart. 
eaſe the wrathful Mind, 

dire Revenge and Death inclin'd ; 

th balmy Sounds his boiling Blood aſſuage, 

d melt to mild Remorſe his burning Rage. 


done; and now tumultuous Paſſions ceaſe ; 

dall is huſh'd, and all is Peace. EY 
e weary World with welcome Eaſe is bleſt, 

Muſic lull'd to pleafing Reſt. 


und, | 


_ SONG CCCLX. : 


OW vain are Pleaſures which ariſe 

From all the giddy World calls great! 
alures which God-like Souls deſpiſe, 
or thoſe beyond the Pow'r of Fate. 


H deep. 


£0 


( 146) 


Scepters and Crowns, thoſe envy'd Things, 
Ne'er yielded yet ſubſtantial Joy ; 

But the Delight which Wiſdom brings, 
No adverſe Fortune can deſtroy. 


SONG CCCLAIL 


ATR Amnret is gone aſtray ; 
Purſue and ſeek her, ev'ry Lover; 
I' tell the Signs by which you may 
The wand'ring Shepherdeſs diſcover. 


Coquet and coy at once her Air ; 

Both ſtudy' d, tho* both ſeem neglected: 
Careful ſhe is with artful Care ; 

Affecting to ſeem unaffected. 


With Skill her Eyes dart ev'ry Glance, 
Yet change ſo ſoon you'd neꝰer ſuſpect em; 
For ſhe'd perſuade they wound by chance, 
Tho' certain Aim and Art direct 'em. 


She likes herſelf, yet others hates 
For that which in herſelf ſhe prizes; 
And while ſhe laughs at them, forgets 


She is the Thing that ſhe deſpiſes. 


d lo 

SONG CCCLXII. = 

N Plaiftow's fruitful Vales, a lovely Maid, p 
Of lowly Parentage, but gentle Mind, 1 
Dwelt, in freſh Prime of roſy Youth diſplay'd, T 
The Pride and growing Envy of her Kind : P, 
Her, many Swains with wiſhful Fancy fir'd, H 


Flock'd far to ſee, and all who ſaw, admir'd. 


But ſhe, ſuperior to the ſhining Toys 
Of looſer Maidens, indolent with Eaſe, 
Fled the ſoft Mazes of bewitching Joys, 
And ſpent at Home her long, laborious Days; 
Virtue (ihe knew) which guards the comely Dame, 
Expos d to Crouds, but ill defends her Fame. 


R. 


Poy 


1 hb 
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er Boſom purer than the cryftal Stream, 
Gliding o'er ſilver Sands from Fountains fair; 
or ever chearful fed the pious Flame 

Of undiſſembled Faith, and Friendſhip rare; 


o meaner Gueſts within that Temple dwelt, 
o groſſer Flames, for Love ſhe never felt. 


o Arts ſhe ſtudy'd to improve her Charms; 
Sometimes ſhe carol'd to the circling Wheel ; 
metimes the Diſtaff grac'd her ſnowy Arms, 
Her Hands the Spindle, or the Telling-Reel : 
r hoary Parents thus the Virgin cheers, 

id grateful Youth rewards the Care of Years, 


o Pleaſure ſhe indulg'd but balmy Reſt, 

Begot by Labour, far from Sloth remov'd ; 
elt in her Parents, in her Duty bleſt, 

Content the priz'd, and Solitude ſhe loy'd ; 
: ſoaght in vain : however dark the Way, 
ve guides his Steps, if Beauty darts a Ray. 


SONG CCCXLUL. 


O hazardous Attempts and hardy Toils, 
Ambition ſome excites ; 
d ſome, deſire of mortal Spoils 
To bloody Fields invites 
Others, inſatiate Thirſt of Gain 
Provokes to tempt the dang'rous Main; 
To the burning Lice, and bear- 
Th' Inclemency of Winds, and Seas, and Air; 
Preſſing the doubtful Voyage, till Iadia's Shore, 
Her ſpicy Boſom bares, and ſpreads her ſhining 


Ore, 


SONG CCCLXIV, 


ROM Heav'n alone, all Good proceeds : 
To heav'nly Minds belon 

Pow'r and Love, (Dorinda) of good Deeds, 

id Senſe of ſacred Song 


—_— 7 3 An 


5 3 
Jame, 
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And thns, moſt pleaſing are the Muſe's Lays 
To thoſe who merit moſt her Praiſe ; 
Wherefore, for thee, her Iv'ry Lyre the firings, 
And ſoars with Rapture while ſhe ſings. 


SONG CCCLXV. 


HEN Delamira ſhews her Face, 

The killing Air! the melting Grace 
A thouſand Lovers round her fly; 

A Thouſand for her Beauties figh. 


In her ſmooth Cheeks are fondly ſpread, 
The Lilly's White, the Roſe's Red; 
But never Odours of the Spring 

Such Incenſe, as her Breath, cou'd bring. 


What Raptures does her Voice diſpenſe ! | 
How ſoft the Sounds ! how ſtreog the Senſe ! 
The Sweetneſs reconciles the Smart, 

And, whilit it conquers, mends the Heart. 


When other Dangers bend the Bow, 
We fly the Field, or quit the Foe; 
But here a diff rent Turn is found, 
We court the Dart, and kiſs the Wound. 
LE AS' D with this Spot, for Pleaſure made, 
P I ſought the Center of the Shade; 
1 


here on a Couch with Verdure gay, 

A lovely Virgin ſleeping lay. 

Th' unſully'd Flowers that round her twin'd, 
Seem'd Emblems of her ſpotleſs Mind ; 


And near her Body fondly grew, 
As tho” their Odours thence they drew. 


The filken Treſſes of her Hair 
7 looſe and wavring met che Air; 
Thele gently did the Curls divide, 


SON G CCCLXVI. 


And kiſs'd her Neck with am'rous Pride, 


- 


H 3 
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er Eye-Brows nicely did extend 
ind into two fair Arches bend; 
ith ſuch Exactneſs were, as tho 
They both were drawn from Cupid's Bow. 


er moiſt red Lips, deſign'd for Bliſs, 
teem'd willing to receive a Kiſs ; | 
er Smiles, which Slumbers did impart, | 
Declar d the Calmneſs of her Heart. 

Ind her ſoft Breaſts where Gods might dwell, 
hich gently roſe, which gently fell ; 

As Iv'ry white, as Cryſtal clear, 

hew'd no Diſorder harbour'd there. 


The reſt, her modeſt Robe conceal'd, 
ave what the buſy Winds reveal'd. 


SONG CCCLXVII. 


VIRGIN fair! the ſad Leander ſays, 
Why ſhou'd I meaſure Life, if only born 

To wooe the Maid, whoſe Cruelty repays 

My warmeſt Wiſhes with the coldeſt Scorn ? 

That Face enrich'd with each celeſtial Grace; 

\h me! that ever I beheld that Face! 


itneſs my joyleſs Days, my ſleepleſs Nights, 
How dear to me, how very dear thou art! 

itneſs ye Woods and Vales, and horrid Heights 
Of yon hard Rocks, yet ſofter than thy Heart! 
hey ſhew'd a Face of Sadneſs at my Moans, 

eard all my Plaints, and anſwer'd to my Groans. 


V! fince my Life is but a diſmal Gloom, 

Nor Vows, nor Tears, nor Gratitude can move 
by ſtony Heart, to mitigate my Doom, | 
Receive the laſt, ſad Trial of my Love; 

hen clay-cold I am ſtreteh'd upon the Bier, 

[by ruthleſs Eye, perhaps, may drop a Tear. 


ade, 
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SON G CCCXLVIIT. 


"A OY F's God has leap'd into my Fair, 


And fix'd his Habitation there; 
In all her Words, her Looks, her Mein, 
The God is to Perfection ſeen. 


Cupid attends whene'er ihe's dreſt, 
And Cxpid heaves her ſnowy Breaft ; 
Inſtructs her ſparkling Eyes to kill, 
And aims their Glances at his Will; 
Directs her Treſſes how to wave, 

And wear, in ev'ry Curl, a Slave. 


And when the Charmer ſmiling ſpeaks, 
Sits in the Dimples of her Checks ; 
With her, for ever he remains, 

And, tho' a Captive, hugs her Chains, 


SONG CCCLXIX. 


H AI L heav'nly Peauty ! Source of earthly Joys, 
W hoſe vivid Rays the blackeſt Cares Ciſperie; 
By Love can build as faſt as Death delltroys, 
And bind in Peace the boundleſs Univerſe | 
From thee, whatever Stoicks may deviſa, 
Ihe nobleſt Deeds, the brighteſt Arts ariſe, 


SONG CCCLXX. 


OU'D TI, with Nature's Pencil, paint, 
Thy matchleſs Beauties, lovely Saint! 
Soon wou'd the World my Rival be, 
And Beauty's Picture take from me. 


In theſe Embraces wou'd you lie, 
And on your Boſom let me die; 
To me that Bliſs wou'd you reſign, 
Mankind might beg a Death like mine. 


SONG 
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SONG CCCLXEXT. 


E noble Youths, in meaſur'd Steps advance 
To the clear Warblings of the mellow Flute : 
e honourable Maidens, tread the Dance, 
lu lighter Mazes to the breathing Lute : 
e ſweet Muſicians, ſwell the Rapture higher; 
vin the deep Organ to the vocal Choir. 


e Matrons, now the nuptial Room adorn ; - 
Gay as the youthful Som the Bridegroom comes; 
ke Bride all lovely as the bluſhing Morn, 

Shed Syrian Odours, melt Arabian Gums ; 

e Graces, light the Hymenea! Torch; 

repare the Bed, for Lowe is in the Porch, 


SON G CCCLXXII: 


HEN charming Phyllis firſt I ſaw, 
The Ny mph was nicely coy 3 

er rigid Virtue forc'd an Awe, | 

And Awe procur'd me Joy. : 


lighted with her lovely Look, 

My Heart receiv'd the Snare ; 
\ Warmth J from her Coldneſs took, 
And long'd to claſp the Fair. 


Vith ſoft Perſuafions I purſu'd 3 
With Words I made her yield : 
ie Victor was at length ſubdu'd, 
Nor cou'd maintain the Field. 


bus Phyllis did indulge my Mind, 
And fiil'd my fond Deſire z 


ler frozen Coldneſs ſhe * 
And, what was Ice, is Fire. 


oy, 
ere 
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SONG CCCLXXIII. 


© Virgin's eaſy Faith I &er betray'd, 
My Tongue ne'er boaſted of a feign'd Embtm 
No Poiſons in the Cup have I convey'd, 

No veil'd Deſtruction with a friendly Face. 


No ſecret Horrors gnaw this quiet Breaſt, 
This uo Hand ne'er robb'd the ſacred Fane; 
i 


I n&er diſturb'd the Gods eternal Reſt 


With Curſes loud, but oft have pray'd in vain, 


No Stealth of Time has thinn'd my flowing Hair, 
Nor Age yet bent me with his iron Hand; 

Ah ! why ſo ſoon the tender Boſom tear? 
Eer Autumn yet the ripen'd Fruit demand. 


SONG CCCLXXIV: 


O thee, the brighteſt of thy Race, 
Thy Swain fabmiſſive ſends ; 
Thy Virtue beautifies thy Face, 
And ev'ry Charm commends. 


That Wit, that Elegance of Air, 
Thoſe all Things that can move; 

Have drawn my Soul into the Snare ; 
And O! I die with Love. 


With Pity (Nymph) my Sighs regard, 
Nor let me vainly burn; 

My Flame, with equal Flame reward, 
And Love for Love return, 


Thus Both ſhall find in Cupid's Field, 
What Bleſſings muſt enſue ; 
Where Both at once with Tranſport yield, 
And Both at once ſubdue, 
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SONG CCCLXXV. 


H E fearleſs Lover wants no Beam of Light; 
The Robbcr knows him, nor obſtructs his 
Way; 
6icred he wanders thro' the pathleſs Night; 
Belongs to Venus, and can never ſtray. 


I ſcorn the chilling Wind, and beating Rain, 

Nor heed cold- Watchings on the dewy Ground; 
fall the Hardſhips I for Love ſuſtain, 
With Love's victorious Joys at laſt be crown'd. 


nbrag 


air, 
SONG CCCLXXI. 


HE faireſt Flow'r of all the Train, 

That paints, with various Pride, the Plain; 
hat decks the Garden and the Field, 

luſt to the Lilly's Whiteneſs yield; 

The Lilly's Self muſt diſappear, 

'ompar'd in W hiteneſs to my Dear. 


The Bluſhes of th* unfolding Roſe, 

Nich Odours to the Smell diſcloſe ; 

rom ev'ry Pore they breathe Perfume, 

ind, while they give, themſelves conſume ; 
The bluſhing Roſe mult diſappear, 

ompar'd in Sweetneſs to my Dear. 


The Turtle-Dove is pure within, f 
/nſpotted all, and free from Sin; | 

but, what's uncommon, wou'd you find, 

purer Innocence enſhrin'd, 

t C:loe, charming Saint, appear, 

And you'll adore the Wonder there. 


See yonder Lark on ſoaring Wings, 
hat lowly mounts, and ſweetly ſings ;z 
be raviſh'd Swains attentive throng, 

ad catch the Muſic from her Tongue; 
at matchleſs Chloe's tuneful Voice, 

a make the liſt aing Lark rejoice. 


Hs 


ON. 
YE 
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Cou'd Poets all their Wit reſign 
To me, and make their Glory mine; 
Or wou'd the Sultan to my Arms, 
Yield his Seraglio of Charms; 

In vain the Tempters ſhou'd apply ; 
In vain ſhou'd hope my Dear to buy. 


I never ſhall at Fate repine, 

If gentle Chloe will be mine; 

Nor envy Kings, or Gods above, 

If gentle Cee crown my Love: 
Whilſt I, unrival'd, graſp that Store, 
T reign, and Monarchs do no more. 


SONG CCCLXXVII. 


On Britain. 


OLD Ru/ja coltly Furs; from far 0 We 

Hot Ch:na ſends her painted Jar; Tat 
trance gen'rous Wines to crown it; Arab ſweet ad 
With Gales of Incenſe ſwells our Sails, ll 


Nor India our brave Merchant fails, 
Her richeſt Ore the Ballaſt of our Fleet. 


Luxuriant Ifle ! what Tide that flows, 

Or Stream that glides, or Wind that blows, 

Or genial Sun that ſhines, or Show'r that pours ; 
But flows, glides, breathes, ſhines, pours for Thee? 
How ev'ry Heart dilates to ſee 

Each Land, each Seaſon, blending on thy Shores ! e. 


All theſe one Brit; Harveſt make: oy 
The Servant Ocean, for thy Sake, | ls 
Both finksand ſwells ; his Arms thy Boſom wrap, | 
And fondly give, in boundleſs Dow'r 0, Y 
To mighty George's growing Pow'r, ith 
The wafted World into thy loaded Lap. I 
hen 
Qt al 


SONG 
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SONG CCELXXKVIIT. 


EALTH, in the Virtuous and the Wiſe, 
Tis Vice and Folly to deſpiſe: 

t thoſe in Praiſe of Poverty refine, 

Whoſe Heads or Hearts pervert its Uſe, 

The Narrow-ſoul'd, or the Profuſe: 

2 truly Great find Morals in the Mine. 


SON G CCCLXXIX. 


UR wiſer Fathers left their Fields unſown ; 
Their Food was Acorns, Love their ſole Em- 
ploy 3 
ey met, they lik'd; they ſtay'd but till alone, 
And in each Valley ſnatch'd the honelt Joy. 


o wakeful Guard, no Doors to ſtop Deſire; 
Thrice happy Times but O I fondly rave; 
ad me to Delia, all her Eyes inſpire . 

I do: I'll plough or dig as Delia's Slave. 


SONG CCCXXX. 


\ LAS! 'tisall in vain, it will not be; 

Not Pyramids of Gold from Fate can ſave; 
Or bribe th* inexorable Grave; 
vain are all our Hopes, of ſhunning Deſtiny, 


e Wealthy, with the Poor, reſigns his Breath; 
They, tho' ſo much unequal here, 
Muit, one Day, both alike appear; 
like muſt moulder in the Domes of Death, 


0, were thy wondrous Mind inſpir'd 

ith 8 Thoughts than thoſe which Homer 
rd; 

[hen once the Siſters cut the fatal Twine, 

tall thy Learning can renew thy Line, 
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SONG CCCLXXXI. 


HE Wretch afflicted, deſtitute, and poor, 
Who ſlept by Night upon the lonely Plain; 

Expos'd to whiſtling Winds, and beating Rain, 

And wander'd all the Day, from Door to Door. 


Sleeps ſaſe on Earth, nor does he hear An 
The Proud, with ſcornful Taunts, rde his Ear: 


The Proud himſelf grows humble in the Grave; a 
Rots like Plebeian Flay, and mingles with the Slave. * 
be 

SONG CCCLXXXII. Ind, 

"FT APPY the Man, who large of Heart, - 
Has learn'd the rare, illuſtrious Art 1 F 

Ot being rich: Stores ſtarve us, or they cloy. Ti 
From Gold, if more than chymic Skill, 15 . 
Extract not what is brighter (till ; * 
Tiis hard to gain, much harder to enjoy. "Her 


SONG CCCLXXXIII, 


INCE (Ya) naught can bribe a Moment's 
Breath, 
But all alike ſubmit to Death; | Child 
Thy Life let ſtricteſt Wiſdom ſteer, | 
And what ſhe diQtates, from thy Soul revere ; 
Her happy Conduct ſhall ſecure the Way, | 
And ſmooth thy Paſlage to the Realms of Day. 


Then, when the fatal Hour is come, 
That calls thee tothe frozen Tomb; 
When ſadly languiſhing you lie, 
Your Soul upon the Wing to go, 
From this dark, melancholy Vale below, 
And Friends ſtand weeping by; 
Thy Soul, ſerene and calm, aſſur'd of Reſt, 
May blcſs the welcome Stroke, and hug the 


friendly Gueſt. 
| SONG Lot 
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SONG CCCLXXXIV, 6 


OMMERCE gives Arts, as well as Gain ; 

By Commerce wafted o'er the Main, 

They barbarous Climes enlighten as they run. 

Ins, the rich Traffic of the Soul, 

ay travel thus from Pole to Pole, 

And gild the World, with Learning's brighter Sun, 


ommerce gives Learning, Virtue, Gold: 
y Commerce then, ye Britons bold, 

* Inur'd to Winds and Seas: Leſt Gods repent; 
he Gods that thron'd you in the Wave ; 
Ind, as the Trident's Emblem, gave 

A triple Realm, that awes the Continent : 


nd awes with Wealth; for Wealth is Pow'r. 
When Jowe deſcends a golden Show'r, 

'Tis Navies, Armies, Empire: all in One. 

iew, emulate, outſhine old Bre, 

1 Scarlet rob'd, with Gems on Fire ; 

Her Merchants, Princes; ev'ry Deck, a Throne, 


SONG CCCEXXXV. 


DENE ATH a Cypreſs lying, 
1) Young Szrephon told his Pain, — 
hilſt hollow Rocks reply ing, | 
Prolong'd the mournful Strain. h 
he falling Rills combining, 

In Murmurs ſweetly flow; 

nd Winds in Concert joining, 

Compos'd melodious Woe. | 
(u dear Deceiver ! | 9 
Thou Cauſe of all my Care! | 


) tell me, muſt I leave her ? 
For ever loſe my Fair? 


u! ſay, what Habitation, 
he WI Conceals her from my Eyes? 
range the whole Creation 
Tokud the lovely Prize. 


Ns 
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In all the Works of Nature, 
Her equal none can view; 

No Spices e'er were ſweeter, 
No Turtle-Dove ſo true. 


The Smile which Morn diſcloſes, 
Her Eyes indulgent fhed ; 

The Bluſh of op'ning Roſes, 
Adorns her Cheeks with Red. 


But thou the Guardian cruel, 

With whom was lodg'd my Store, 
Haſt far remov'd my jewel, 

To bleſs my Sight no more. 


Yet when the Fates convey me 
To Pluto's gloomy Shade ; 

When Rage and Anguiſh ſlay me, 
My Ghoſt ſhall ſerve the Maid. 


Shall, when ſhe ſleeps, befriend her, 
And all her Slumbers guide ; 

Shall, when ſhe wakes, attend her, 
And hover near her Side. 


Thus all alone lamenting, 
The Lover preſs'd the Plain 
Whilſt Winds their Murmurs venting, 
With Tribute paid the Swain. 


When ſtrait his Ears alarming, 
A Nymph was heard to ſay, 

(No Muſic ſweetly charming, 
Such Notes cou'd e'er convey.) 


Ceaſo, ceaſe, no more affli& thee, 
But give thy Mind content, 

I'll to the Fair dire@ thee : — 
He bow'd, obey'd, and went. 
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SONG CCCLXXXVI, 


THE RS may traffic, if they pleaſe; 

Britain, fair Daughter of the Seas, 

born for Trade; to plough her Field, the Wave; 
reap the Growth of ev'ry Coaſt : 

beck of Land; but let her boaſt, 

ods gave the World, when they the Waters gave. 


„ain! behold the World's wide Face; 

t cover'd half with ſolid Space; 

hree Parts are fluid ; Empire of the Sea ! 

| why ? for Commerce: — Ocean ſtreams 
that, thro' all his various Names: _ 
Ind, if for Commerce, Ocean flows for thee. 


lain, like ſome fam'd Potentate 

Faſtern Clime, retires in State ; 
huts out the Nations! Would a Prince draw nigh, 
paſſes her ſtrong Guards, the Waves ; 

ervant Winds Admiſſion craves : 


ler Empire has no Neighbour but the Sky. 


SONG CCCLXXXVII. 


HAT have Earth's lofty Sons to do, 

But reap her Fruits, and warm purſue 

ne World's chief Good; not glut on other's Toll ? 
Commerce from the Gods came down, 

n Compaſs, Chart, and ſtarry Crown, 

heir Delegates, to make the Nations ſmile, 


there be Men, of lofty Brow, 

think Trade mean, and {corn to bow 

d far beneath the State of humble Birth? 

| theſe Chiefs but little know, 

merce how high; themſelves bow low; 
he Sons of Nobles are the Sons of Earth. 


SONG 
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SON G CCCLAXXVIIL _ 


F any find, of Woman-kind, 
One that in Grace abounds; 
'I hen doth her Price, in value riſe, 
Above all precious Stones. - 


Her Huſband's Heart, doth never ſtart, 
But truſts in her always ; 

She doth him good, without all Mood, 
And helps him all her Days. 


Fine Wool ſhe ſeeks, and Flax ſhe gets; 
Her Hands work with good Will : 

The Merchant's Trade, is not to wade, 
For Gain, beyond her Skill. | 


While Night is dark, yet doth ſhe mark 
When '1ime doth move to riſe : 

Her Servants aſk, ſhe gives their Taſk, 
And Food; this is her Guiſe. 


A Field to uſe, her Heart doth muſe, 
So lays ſhe out her Gain : 

A Vine ſhe plants, to help her Wants, 
And Houſhold to maintain, 


She girds her Loins, her Might ſhe joins, 
And ſtrengthneth both her Arms. 
The Fruit is ſweet, as ſhe thinks meet, 

So Work by Night ſhe frames. 


The turning Spindle, her Fingers handle, 
So draws ſhe out her Thread ; 

Her Hand is preſt, to help the leaſt 
Of ſuch as fland in need. 


She does not fear, thro? needleſs Care, 


For Want of worldly Pelf ; 
For all her Houſe, wear Cloth of Choice, 


And ſhe has Silks herſelf. 


VV 3 
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\e Man of whom, is great Renown, 
Is of her Houſe the Band: 

Who fits in Gate, and there doth treat 
With Elders of the Land. 


She maketh great Exchange; 

do Merchant thrives, where he arrives 
In Countries that be ſtrange. 

hus getting Strength, ſhe is at length, 
—— wich — deck'd ; 4 
dhe truſts in God, her Heart is glad; 
She doubts in no reſpect. 


er modeſt Speech, does wiſely teach, 
What ſeemeth well her Place : 

or in her Breaſt, does always reſt 

The Law of godly Grace. 


Vithin her Roof, ſhe taketh Proof, 
What Trade of Life is led : 

er Heart is loth, thro' Evil's Sloth, 
To eat of idle Bread. 


er Children now, beholding how, 
In Honour ſhe does grow; 

re mov'd to bleſs, and to expreſs, 
The Duty which they owe. 


er Huſband he, does likewiſe ſee, 

To yield her worthy Praiſe : 4 
Ind, asin Mind, his Thoughts kim bind, 
So with his Mouth he ſays. 


Of Woman-kind, tho* Man cou'd find, 
« A Number thatdo well; - 

Yet thou art ſhe, whom I do ſee, 

„ All others to excel. 


For Favour great, tho' Beauty get, 
Let Time does wear it out: 

Then it decays ; but Virtue's Praiſe, 
God makes take deeper Root. 


loth is wrought well, which ſhe doth ſell ; 


3 e » is 2 


— 3 * 1 
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« His Grace doth ſure, beft Praiſe procure, 
„God therefore gives in charge; 

« That ſuch have Praiſe, whoſe godly Ways, 
He crowns with Mercies large. 


SONG CCCEXXXIX, o 
RAD E once extinguiſh'd, Britain's Sun 
Is gone out too ; his Race is run ; 800 
He ſhines in vain ; her Iſle's an Iſle indeed, * 
A Spot too {mall to be o'ercome ; ic 


Ah dreadful Safety ! wretched Doom 


No Foe will conquer, what, no Foe can feed, * 
Trade's the Source, Sinew, Soul of All; gl 
Trade's All herſelf; her's, her's ; the Ball; WI 


Where moſt unſeen, the Goddeſs moſt is there: 
Trade leads the Dance, Trade lights the Blaze; 
The Courtier's Pomp, the Student's Eaſe : 

"Twas Trade at Blenheim fought, and clos'd th 


War. 
Trade, barbarous Lands can poliſh fair; } 
Make Earth well worth the wiſe Man's Care; eB 
Call forth her Foreſts, charm them into Fleen ; g. 
Can make one Houſe of human Race ; 7 
Can bid the diſtant Poles embrace : the 
Her's, ev'ry Sun ; and India, India meets. *- 
SONG CCCXC. 


ERISH fell War !—deteſted War, 
Shalt thou make Gods? light Cæſar's Star? 
What calls Man, Fool ſo loud, as this has done, WF 


From Nimrod down to Bourbon's Line? — A 
Why not adore too, as divine, | rms 
Wide-waſting Storms before the genial Sun? Vi 
Peace is the Merchant's Summer clear; ws 1 
His Harveſt ; Harveſt round the Year; ady 
For Peace, with Lawrel ey'ry Mait be bound: en 
Each Deck carouſe, each Flag ſtream out; | n 


Each Cannon roar, each Sailor ſhout; 


For Peace let ev'ry ſacred Ship be crown'd, _ 
| - $ON6G 


'd th 


De, 


— 


* 
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SONG CCCXCT - 


4 DORE the Gods, and plough the Seas : 
Theſe be thy Arts, O Britain / Theſe. 
Let others pant for an immenſe Command ; 

et others breathe War's fiery God; 

he proudeſt Victor feels thy Nod, 

Soon as the Trident fills thy glorious Hand. 


lorious, while Heav'n-born Freedom laſts ; 
hich Trade's ſoft, ſpurious Daughter blaſts ; 
For what is Tyranny ? A monſtrous Birth 
rom Luxury, by Bribes careſsd ; 

' glowing Pow'r, in Shades compreſs'd ; 
Which ſtalks around, and chains the groaning Earth. 


\ 


SONG CCCXCIL 


Fidelia, #o her Looking-G/aſ+. 


PLEASING Mirror ! Woman's Pride, 
Who taught to ſmile, or frown with Art; 

e Friend in whom we moſt confide ; 

By whom we catch the Lover's Heart, 


thee each Help we ſee to place, 

Which may give Force to Beauty's Arms 
te Young, thro thee, enjoy each Grace; 
The Old repair their faded Charms. 


SONG CCCXCIH. 


F when a gentle Sea invites, 

A proſp'rous Gale the Pilot flights, 
rms oft ſucceed, and ſcarce he ſaves 
Veſſel from the raging Waves. 


as when the Mind has been diftreſs'd, 
adverſe Fate a while oppreſs'd; 

en that relents, our Sighs ſhou'd ceaſe, 
v not provoke what gives us Peace. 


. 
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SONG CCCXCIV. 


WHAT diſmal Faſhion, - 
Can make in this Nation, 
The forſaken Diſtaff a Toy for the Fair! 
Such Houſewife's old Tools, 
»Tis for Family Fools, 
What modern fine Lady of Pleaſure can bear? 


A Play or Romance, 
A Drum or a Dance, | 
Is all the Fatigue our nice Frames can ſupport; 
Delights and Expence, 
Engage all the Senſe, | 
Of Dames of the City, and Belles of the Court. 


SONG ECCXCY. 


OR ever ſacred be this Place 
To Ro/alinda's Name; 
dad Pelydoy no Tomb can raiſe 
Her Beauties to proclaim. 
My faireſt Flow'r, alas! is fled, 
By faithleſs Winds oppreſs'd ; 
Remorſeleſs Waves roll d o'er her Head, 
And robb'd her Mate of Reſt. 


SONG CCCXCVI. 


H E feather'd Songſtreſs of the Skies, 
Free from the Fowler's fraudful Snare, 
From Grove to Grove exulting flies, 
- And wantons in the Waſte of Air, 


But if the Net her Flight reſtrains, 
She vainly flutters to and fro; 
Of ſad Captivity complains, 
In Accents of melodious Woe. 


SON 
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SONG CCCXCVII: 


N ſofteſt Beds at leiſure laid, 
| $ Beds of Pinks, and Myrtle made ; 

While the eaſy Hours I ſpend, 
dre my Feſtal ſhall attend 
ove, his Robe behind him bound, 

4 ve ſhall ſerve my Goblet round. 
wife, in this terreſtrial Strife, 
Turns the rapid Wheel of Life; 

t; zwift, as ſpeeding from the Bar, 
Turns her Wheel the rapid Car. 


; Soon, my Friends, to cruel Death, 
rt. alas! muſt yield my Breath; 

on difſolve (too ſoon I muſt) 

Turn'd to andiſtinguiſh'd Duſt. . 


Do not then, when I am dead, 

low'rs, or Wines, or Odours ſhed ; 
raitleſs Love! ſaperfluous Care! 
pare me then what I can ſpare. 
Rather, in theſe preſent Hours, h 
ring your Odours, Wines, and Flow'rs, 


Now, O Cupid! bind my Hair! F 
ummon, now, the tender Fair! 

That, before, I'm doom'd to go 

o the Ghoſts who ſport below, 
may taſte, with thoſe that live, 


il the Sports which Life can give. 


S ONG. CCCXCVIII: 


* E Winter melts away, the Spring takes 
Place; | 

Warm Winds the icy Streams releaſe, + 

And Ships reviſit the neglected Seas. 


Venus in Pairs now calls again, c 


er Nymphs and Graces, lovely Train, 


10 
re dance by Moonſhine on the verdant Plain, 


| ( 266 ) 


Now is the Time to deck the Head, | 
And Myrtles round the Temples ſpread, 
Or Flow'rs new ſpringing from the froſty Bed. A ] 


Intruding Death with equal Freedom greets ; 


The low-built Hut, and ſtately Gates 
Of lofty Palaces, and royal Seats. 


Be wiſe then, (F/oria) te prolong forbear, 1s te 
Since Life is ſhort, thy Hopes and Care : | You 
The fabl'd Shades, and gloomy State, draw near, Mick 


SONG CCCXCIX. 


ROM Wave to Wave, with gentle Gales, 
The dancing Bark ſecurely fails ; 
But if contending Tempeſts riſe, 


And blot the Brightneſs of the Skies, 51 
She's then in whirling Eddies toſt, Hi 
Amid the War of Waters loſt. 2 

Not ſo my Soul ſhall yield to Fears, TI 
Tho' Fate in all its Rage appears; he Sc 
For, in the ghaſtly View of Death, ll L 
I'll triumph with my lateſt Breath. yake 

SONG CCCC. 


HEN, ſpent with endleſs Grief I die at lat, 
Czlia may come, and ſee my poor Remains ;= 
O Celia ! after ſuch an Abſence paſt, 
Can'ſt thou ſtill Iove, and not forget my Pains ? 


Wilt thou, in Tears, thy Lover's Coarſe attend ? ou'd 


With Eyes averted light the ſolemn Pyre, 1d re 
Till all around the doleful Flames aſcend, Vet | 
Then, ſlowly finking, by Degrees expire. 0 P 
To ſooth the hov'ring Soul be thine the Care, 00 n 
With plaintive Cries to lead the mournful Band; n 
In ſable Weeds the golden Vaſe to bear, | + . 
0 


And cull my Aſhes with thy trembling Hand. 


80 N 
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SONG CCCCL, 


| 4 LLURING Tyrant, charming Foe, 
Who, whilſt you kill, inchant me ſo ; 
o the ſame Fate my Paſſion ſoars, 
| ich the poor Wanton, who adores 
he fatal Blaze, which ſoon conſumes F 
| is tender Form, and painted Plumes, 


Your lovely Locks of ſhining Gold, 
ſhich now my eaſy Heart enfold, 

ith fond Devotion I adore, 

d wiſh for Freedom's Charm no more, 


SONG CCCCIE. 


SEE Time's creeping Winter ſhed 
His hoary Snow around my Head ; | 
d whilſt I feel, by ſwift Degrees, wi 
y waſting Blood wax Chill, and freeze ; 2 

t Thought unveil to my fix'd Eye 
he Scenes of dread Eternity; 

ll Life, diſſolving at the View, | 
yake, and find thoſe Viſtons true. | 


SONG CCCCIIL. 


HO! I were arm'd with ev'ry Dart, 
Fantaſtic Cupid can impart ; 

e haughty Nymph who now inſpires 

e Warmth of theſe unmanly Fires, 4 
ou'd proudly ſmile at my dire Pain, 

d render all my Ardours vain, 


Yet know, preſumptuous Fair-One, know, 
0 Pride of Charms elate you ſo ; 

0 now your Guilt eludes my Rage, 

t naught my Vengeance ſhall aſſuage ; 

d Friend you'll find my Pow's to brave, 
lueld you from the gloomy Grave, 


| 
| 


— 


u TID 
2 


nd ; 


SONG 
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$ ON cocerv. 
HILST adverſe Fate, on diſtant Plains, 
| Fair Delia, gentleſt Nymph, detains ; 
Delia, by ev'ry Swain careſs'd, 
But S/rephon's Hope alone confeſs'd, 


Penſive and ſad the Shepherd lay, 

Each watchful Night, each tedious Day; 
And ſang beſide the murm'ring Stream, 
The abſent Nymph, his conſtant Theme. 


Kind Zephyrs waft his Sighs in Air 
The Stream receives each falling Tear; 
The rural Pow'rs attend his Song, 

And Echo bears his Plaints along. 


SONG CCCCV. 


The "Roſe. 


AY, what Flow'r do you deſign 

Grateful to the God of Wine ? 
Say, what Flow'r but that can prove 
Grateful to the God ef Love ? late 


Come then, Friends, with Roſes crown'd ; 
Come, and put the Goblet round: 

Thus we'll laugh, and thus we'll play, 
Drink and revel all the Day. 


Of each beauteous Flow'r that grows 
The moſt lovely is the Roſe. 


Peerleſs Roſe! of Gods the Care, 
Nothing ſeeing half ſo fair. 

Love himſelf, when he reſorts 
Where the Band of Graces ſports ; 
And to join the Dance prepares, 
Binds, with This, his golden Hairs, 


Crown me then ; and, with the Lyre, 
Sweetly-breathing ſoft Deke ; 


1 the Fair, provoking Lo t; 

it to Bacchus) Fane remove's © 

ere we'll laugh, and there we'll play : 
ink and all the Day. 


S ONG*CCCCvVI. 


E Birds ! whoſe Breaſts with genial Fires 
Are urg'd'to melting, ſoft Detres, - 
hen vernal Suns renew the Force 
Love, great Nature's fruitfal Source; 
Warblers ! round my Sappho move, 
tone your Strains to Notes of Love: 
ch'd with your Songs, the Nymph again 
all ſigh, ſhall pant, invoke her Swain; 
th mutual Warmth impatient glow, 
dev'ry Pang of Abſence know. 


SONG CCCCVIL. 
] ENY me not this one Requeſt 


That I may love, and I am bleſt. 
tent will then my Peace ſecure 
ate er I'm deſtin'd to endure ; 
d, tho your icy-cold' Diſdain 
d pierce my Heart, I'll not complain. 


SONG CCCCVIIT. 


EEK not to know, what fated End 
The Gods for. you, or me, intend ; 
r lend to — Arts an Ear, 

ſtill againſt the worſt prepare. 
h unconcern let Life glide on ; 

full of Toil, and quickly done. 
Winter rages on the Sea, 
U'tis perhaps the laſt you'll ſee. 


iſe, enjoy the preſent Hour: 
K Wine from ſmiling N ac pour : 


; 6 270) 


Improve the Moments whilſt they laſt, 
And ſnatch the Hours wh . faſt. 


To-day let Hope preverit $ a 
To-merrow | is not worth . 5 IN 


soRG coca. 


HE Traveller may ſhow no Fears 
At the departing Gleam of * 
Tho' Night in all its Gloom a :/ -p0g 
To darken his bewilder'd Way. 


With beamy Brightneſs ſoon he knows 
The roſy-finger'd Morn will riſe ; 

And, with returning Rays, diſcloſe 
The lovely Scene af Earth and Skies. 


SONG coocx. 


H = L " 3 y Flrills's blooming Clem | 
e praiſes to the Sky ; 
His roſy —7 * waxen Arms, 
With Spleen I burſt, with Paſſion die. 


»Tis then I rave, look pale; and pine 3 
Then gentle Tears exhaling prove 

The ſecret Fire which lurks within, 
The ſecret - walling Fire of Love.” * 


With Jealouſy I rave and burn, 
To ſee you ſhew your livid Sears; 

Your Lips with biting Kiſſes torne 
In Revels, and nocturnal Wars. Set 


Believe me, Chim, peerleſs 51 PN 
You'll never find Heofs Lovers 19 
Who cou'd your bam Lips invad| Ag opt 
Where Love diſtils bis balmy : Dew. 8 


Thrice happy they, whoſe Hearts are I 
In Love's myſterious Knot ſo coſe... 


No Strife, no Quarrels &er divide, Le go”. 
And only crue Doith can lool, pg nes OR” 


I. 5 


ON 


( 


40 0 Cet 
HE Pine itslofty Top dif nh 


jut ſnatter'd by the Lightning's Blaze: 
Sinks to to the Duft it aer Head. 


ch is the Tytant' s vary'd State, 
In proſp'ring Pride he climbs the skies; 3 

ut puniſh'd _ vindictive Fate, 

The low - ſun ere deſpairing dies. 8 


8 0 N G CCCCXII. 


OME, — Sleep, and as I lie, 
0! bid the Hours | read _ by 3 ; 
hilt in thy Rill Pavillion laid, 

think upon the charming Maid. 


me mimic Dream, on Fancy's Wing, 
ight-poiz'd, command ſuch Ro to bring, 
bedient to thy milder Swa 

5 Tyrant Love denies by Pay. 


ome, ſweet Seducers, who reſtore . 

l Exiles to their native Shore: 

o his proud Hopes the Courtier raiſe, 
nd crown the youthful Bard with TAR 


come ! and laviſh all — 

o paint the Miſtreſs o 

t make the lovely — — kind; 'F'YY 
id bleſs, whilſt you deceive, my Mind. 


the warm Bluſh of virgin Room, 
ndu& her to the bridal Room; 
Graces, then, .undreſs the Fair! 
Graces, looſe her gather'd Hair! 


come! and whil& my raviſh'd View, 
us pleaſing Shadow ſhall purſue : 

my Reſemblance he con 5 d. 
Went to the fleeping M 


Its Boughs with green ofuſion wal j ; ; 
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SONG CCCCXIIL. 


Y charming Treaſure, I ſhall view 
Redoubled Joy and Beauty too, 
With ſtarry Luſtre fondly riſe, 
And ſparkle in thy radiant Eyes. Pac 
With their ſeraphic Brightneſs bleſs'd, 
My happy Soul ſhall be poſleſs'd air 


Of every Rapture that can prove 
The bleſt Reward of ſpotleſs Love. 


SONG: CCCCXIV. nm 


HV ſhow'd the Lover quit his pleaſing Hon 
In ſearch of Danger on ſome foreig 
Ground ? 
Far from his weeping Nair ungrateful roam, 
And riſk, in ev'ry Stroke, a double Wound. 
Ah! better far, beneath the ſpreading Shade, 
With cheerful Friends to drain the ſprightly Boy! 
To ſing the Beauties of my darling Maid, 
And on the ſweet Idea feaſt my Soul. 


Then, full of Love, to all her Charms retire, 
And fold her, bluſhing, to my eager Breaſt; 
Till, quite o'ercome with Softneſs, with Deſire, 


FE 


reath 


Like me ſhe pants, ſhe faints, and ſinks to Reſt, WM ww; 

| Vhile 
SONG CCCCXV. [n t 

THE fantaſtic God of Love, mY 


A _ He who rules the Heart of Jove, 
Beitows a good or evil Fate, 
As he may or love, or hate: 


Like the laborious Bee, when willing, 
He lays up Honey for the Heart ; 
But like the Waſp, more often killing 
With his Sting, and deadly Dart. 
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SONG CCCCXVI. 


HE wanton Queen of looſe Deſires a 
My Soul with Love re-kindled burns ; 
Bacchus foments the raging Fires, 
And all the Libertine returns. 


air Glycera, divinely bright, 

With brillant Eyes inflames my Heart ; 
er Cheeks diffuſing beamy Light; 

Her wanton Eyes, and winning Art, 


n my fond Boſom Venus reigns, 
Forſaking her lov'd Cyprian Grove; 

he bids me ceaſe my warlike Strains, 

And fing no other God-but Love. 


Vith verdant Turf adorn the Shrine ; 
With fragrant Herbs the Altars bind ; 
our forth * choiceſt, richeſt Wine, 
Bon To make the Nymph and Goddeſs kind. 


SONG CCCCXVII. 


JEPHYR, who with Spring returning, 
Wafted ſoft o'er op'ning Flow'rs ; 
reathing in the Face of Moraing, 
Wakes Aurora from her Bowers! 
Vhile with Love's fierce Flame I languiſh, 
In theſe dry and deſart Plains; 


ently breathe and ſooth my Anguiſh, 
Fan my Breaſt, and eaſe my Pains. 


SONG CCCXVIIL. 


HY ſhou'd your Eyes for Conqueſt rove ? 

Why others tender Looks return ? 
n Herephon's Heart you'll find more Love 
Than can in thouſand others burn. 


17 


( 


So tender is his Heart, ſo true, 
Ev'n Love itſelf you triumph o'er; 
- Unleſs he dies your Pow'r to ſhew, - + 


a 


What wou'd my Stella ſeek for more? 


Tyrants, who wou'd new Kingdoms get, 
Think ev'ry Joy in Pow'r pe nay ; 

The Monarch who is truly great, 
Contented is to reign alone. 


SONG CCCCXIX. | 
RUEL Love! ſwift eaſe a Mind 
Too long inur'd to — ; 
O ceaſe the Strife | 
That waſtes my Life 
And grant ſhe may at laſt be kind ; 
The Fair for whom I languiſh. 


SONG CCCCXX. 
I DOAT on Poetry and Mirth ; 


Let Sorrow in the Ocean drown : 
What is't to me who rules the North? 
Or if rude Cares ſurrounda Throne? 


O lovely Muſe! O darling Maid! ” 
Take all the fragrant Flow'rs that grow - 

Around the Springs, or in the Shade, 
And weave a Crown for Cælia's Brow. 


You (Goddeſs) all my Fame beſtow; © 
Prepare your Harps, your Pipes, your Lays; 3 


For all the Nine to Cælia owe 


The ſweeteſt Songs, the bighet kit. 


80NG cœcexxł. 


H E ſly Diſſembler ſlill prevails, 

Whalf the faith ful Lover fails. 
55 is not the conſtant, ſpotleſs Mind 
Can beſt ſucceed with Womankiad ; 


( 175 ) 
] 1 of that Sex, to Love who yield, 12 
o falſe Pretenders quit the Field. La 
In Love, how needful is Diſguiſe 
The little God, o'er Hearts preſiding, 
His genuine Thoughts is ever hiding ; 
'Tis for this He maſks his Eyes. 


SONG CCCCXXII. 


ſ EAREST Child! of Heay'n the Care, 
| 3 Baniſh from thy Heart Deſpair ; 
ien the raging Ocean roars, | 

hen the Billows laſh the Shores, 


And Hearts are trembling with Diſmay ; 
Some favouring Star with friendly Light, 
Gilds the black Horror of the Night, 

And all the gloomy Scenes grow gay. 

A ſteady Heart and vig'rous Mind, 
Force adverſe Fortune to be kind. 


SONG CCCCXXIIL. 


)UN'WAY Love, the Maſes finding, 
And in flow'ry Fetters binding; 

rait their little captive Slave 

o the Charge of Yenu: gave. 


Vnus hearing Love was caught, 

ighty Gifts of Ranſom brought; 

0 redeem him from his Chain, "YN 
lighty Gifts ſhe brought in vain. op 


= of his own free Will, | 11 
Proffer'd Liberty refuſes ; e 
huſing to live captive ſtill, 

dave of Venus, and the Muy/es, - - »> + 
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(296 ) 
» 
SONG CCCCXNXTV. 


O your e Pow r, if (dire Cupid) my Heart T1 


gn, 
W hy inſult the poor Slave who entirely is thine ? 
O thou God, who involy'ſt the whole World in t 


Fires, Te 
Why ſport with our Loves, when thou giv'& the DP" © 
res? | 


Thy Scoffs, and thy Mirth, am, born to ſuſtain > MM the 
Can'ſt thou never rejoice, but when others have Pain? 


SONG CCCCXXV, ring 


HAT Joy to wind — the cool Retreat, Meegir 

To ſtop and gaze on Delia as I go? There 

To mingle ſweet Diſcourſe with Kiſſes ſweet, 
And teach my lovely Scholar all I know. 


Thus pleas'd at Heart, and not with Fancy's Dream, 
In filent Happineſs 1 reſt unknown ; 

Content with what I am, not what I ſeem, 
F live for Delia, and myſelf alone. 


With her I ſcorn the idle Breath of Praiſe, 1 
Nor truſt to Happineſs that's not our own 5 
The Smile of Fortune might Suſpicion raiſe, Ye te 
But here I know that Lam lov'd alone. Then 


SONG CCCCXXVI. 


FIND, to my Coſt, 
T That a Heart is ſoon loſt $ * 
For Man will be going . 
He's ours for an Hour; 
J hen out of our Pow'r ; 


Our Sex was deſign'd for his Prey. 


But again let him love, again let him burn, 
Love ſhall doubly reward ſuch as fondly return, 


SONG 


( 177 ) 


SON G CCCOXXVIL. 


EACH me not your Arts and Rules 

Empty Words of babb' Jing Schools ! 

That, of Good, to me imparts | 
our vain Talk of Rules and Arts? 


Teach me rather to refine 
1 the pleaſing Rules of Wine! 
Teach me rather to improve 


n the golden Arts of Love. 


Quick, &er haſty Life take Wing, 
Vine refreſh'd with Water bring; 
ring the heav'nly Mixture, (Boy ) 
2rudge me not the ſhort-liv'd Joy; 
eſtin d ſoon to yield my Breath, 
[here's no drinking after. Death. 


t, 


SONG CCCCXXVLL, 


E may ſcruple ſome time, 
And think, Vengeance a Crime, 
wr below a great Mind; 
ut at laſt we.ſhall find, 
bis only remains, 
0 ſooth the ſad Pains 
Ve receive from the Fair, 
hen they bid us deſpair, 


eam, 


SONG CCCCXXIXK, 


\ DIEU vain Muth, and noiſy Joys, 
Ye gay Deſires, deluding Toys ; 

ou thoughtful Melancholy deign 

0 hide me in thy penſive train. 


by the Fall of murm'ring Floods, 
dere ſolemn Shades itabrown the Woods; 
if where Winds in Caverns groan, 


lou wand' reſt ſilent and alone. 
13 Come 


* 


(138). 
Come bliſsſul Mourner, wiſely ſad, 
In Sorrow's Garb, in Sable clad : | 


Henceforth, thou Care, my Hours employ ; 
Sorrow, be henceforth my Joy. T x | 


SONG CCCCXXX1. 


Q UFEN of Love! forſake a while 
Paphos, and the Cyprian Ilz ; 

To a brighter Shrine repair; 
Noſalind attends you there. 


Let each Nymph, and ev'ry Grace, 
And young Cupid fill the Place ; 
Youth by Beauty made polite, 
With the nimble God of Wit. 


SONG CCCCXXKSI. - 


P E RSIAN Pomp, and coſtly State, 
Garlands and Pertumes I hate; 

Be not too curious to compoſe. 

The flow'ry Sweets, and fragrant Roſe, 


Why ſhou'd you and I be fine, 
Underneath th' embow'ring Vine? 
Let myrtle Wreathes my Brow adorn; 
All other Crowns but that I ſcorn. 


$ON G COCCXXXNTE. 
ENT LE Gales that fan the May, 
Quiv'ring on the bloomy Spray ; / 
No more the Winds with Whiſpers fill, 
All be filent, all be fall. --=+ +07 20 22 hin 
Then riſe at once, and murm'ring blow, * 
Hollow, diſmal, de-p and low : © © * 
Turn Companions to my Groans, * 
And fill the Mountains with my Moans. © 


» 


SON 


179") 


$ONG c ο,ů xx 
[D a fair Garden's various Wild, © G0. 
| A Roſe there ſtood of peerleſs Hue: 


Aſpect beautifully mild, 
And deck'd with Gems of Morning Dew. 


| gilded Butterfly fat nigh 

And ſoftly breath'd his am'rous'Pray'r ; 
le, with a well-adapted Sigh _ 
Perſuaded ſoon the bluſhing Fair. 


For the far happier Inſe&-kind, 

Are thus with Joys untainted bleſs'd ; 

o marriage Deeds their Nuptials bind, 
Their Torch they light without a Prieft.) 


)! ever faithful may'ſt thou prove, 
The yielding Vegetable cry'd ; 
zuin attend my leflen'd Love, 
The glitt'ring Bridegroom ſtrait reply'd. 


Vith full Poſſeſſion bleſs'd he was, 

Then clapp'd his Wings, and careleſs fled ; 
Ver each untaſted Flow'r he trays ; 
Nor turns out with the length*ning Shade. 


Ind's this your boaſted” Truth and Love, 
The Roſe with ſcornful Bluſhes ſaid ? 

Thus faithful do you Gallants prove, 

To ev'ry too-believing Maid? 


law thee, (Traitor, as thou art) | 
Roam o'er each Bed of various Hue: "i, 
ind Kiſſes to each Flow'r impart, .. - 
Which only to thy Roſe were due. 
de imple Violet cou'd pleaſe, G2 
Dark as ſhe is, thy changing Taſte : 
Nay, even the dull Tub'roſe Leaves, 

By you in common were embrac d. 


I'6 What 


( 150 ) 


What can th' inſipid Tulip fill, 

That ſuch an eager Kiſs beſpeaks ? 
Or how the pale Jonquil excel 

The ruddy Damaſk of my Cheeks ? 


Haſt thou enough betray'd thy Vows, 
(Perfidious) art thou yet content? 

Or maſt I till my faithleſs Spouſe, 
In wretched Solitude lament ?— 


She ſaid, and dropp'd a ſilent Tear; 
When, thus the Butterfly began : 

Your Accuſation's true, (my Dear,) 
The Crimes alledg'd, and more, I own. 


Yet, Madam, ſure by you unblam'd 
Theſe ſhort 45 might have ſlept; 
For why ſo ſacredly are nam'd, | 
Vows which, yourſelf, ſo ill have kept ? 


I ſaw with what an eager Joy 

Your ev'ry Odour you diſplay'd; 
Whilit o'er your Leaves the am'rous Boy, 
[The wanton Zephyr) lewdly ſtray'd. 


He ſcarcely had my Honour ſtain'd, 
But your inſatiable Deſire, 
Each Bee with Pleaſure entertain'd, 
And quench'd each Hornet's glowing Fire, 


Nay, not the piteous Negro-Fly, 

Nor the Dwarf-Gnat cou'd you withſland ; 
Each vileſt Inſect of the Sky, 5 

Your fickle Temper cou'd command. 


This Form each Curtain- Lefure bears, 

And charg'd with Nymphs of private Coft ; 
My Lord, Yainſt China S hops, d.clares ; 
And Voles at once, and Virtus hoſt. 


SONG 


( 18x ) 


SONG CCCCXXXIV.. 


1) RA alone can pleafe, and never tire; | 
Exceed the Paint of Thought in true Delight ; 
ith her Enjoyment wakens new Deſire, 

And equal Rapture glows thro? ev'ry Night. 


-uty, and Worth, in her alike contend 

To charm the Fancy, and to fix the Mind ; 
her, my Wife, my Miſtreſs, and my Friend, 
[ taſte the Joys of Senſe and Reaſon join'd. 


when I die, my lateſt Moments ſpare, 

Nor let thy Grief with ſharper Torments kill; 
ſound not thy Cheeks, nor hurt thy flowing Hair, 
Tho' I am dead, my Soul ſhall love thee ſtill, 


SONG CCCCXXXV. 


)JICHES, Chance may take or give; 
Beauty lives a Day, anddies ; 
onour lulls us while we live; 

Mirth's a Cheat, and Pleaſure flies, 


there nothing worth our Care? 

(Time, and Chance, dire Death, our Foes,) 
our Joys ſo fleeting are, 

Are we only ty'd to Waes ? 


t bright Virtue anſwer, No: 

Her eternal Pow'rs prevail, 

ten Honours, Riches, ceaſe to flow, 
And Beauty, Mirth, and Pleaſure fail. 


SONG CCCCXXXVI. 


IF E, farewell, thou long Diſeaſe ; 
Let me languiſh into Eale : * 
e I will, but ſtill complain 
- way'ring, cruel Swain 1 
aunt his Sleep, a ghaſtly Shad: 
e Image of an injur'd Maid. x 


NG 
SONG 


( 0887) 


SON 0 ccοαͥ I. 


OW ſharp ſocer the Lover Smart, 
Never, never, from the Heart RIS. 44 


H flatt'ring Hope depart. 


In the changing State of Love, 
This alone may eaſe our Sorrow ; 

If To- day ſhe cruel prove, 
She'll be kind again To- morrow. 


SONG CCCCXXXVIII. 


COME dear fatal Hour! 
And all my Woes remove; 
Death lead me to thy BoW'r, 
To which I force my Love. 


There, mixt with happy Shadows, 
Once more our Souls ſhall join. 

In gay, 12 Meadows 311 
IIl live for ever thine. 


SONG CCCCXXXIX. 


YE Stars! your Rage we find, 
Seldom, far too ſeldom, kind. 
Pleaſures vaniſh ſwift away; | 
Tedious is the diſmal Day 

Good uncertain, ſhort its Stay. 
Such the Life po Mortal ſhare 3 
Alas ! but litt * Ne 


| - $ONG- CCCEXL. 
| \ S Paftorella paſs'd the Day, 
Tw 


L 


Crown'd with Flow'rs, the Queen of May ; 
o rival Swains us'd all their Art 
To learn which moſt had gain'd her Heart. 


Young Strepbhon brought a varied Wreathe, 
Where * Sweets did freſhly breathe ; 


( 183"). 
ut Damon ery'd, let me prefer 
ro Gifts, accepted Smiles from her. 


took the Garland with a BoW. 

ind with it, lau ughing, crown'd her Brow ; - 
Then quick on amon's Temples plac d 
That which, till then, her Own had grac'd. 


ow Love's Caſuiſt, tell me true, 
Vhich was moſt favour? d of the two. * 

le whoſe Garland now ſhe wore, 

r he, with what was her's before? 


% 
— — ͥ ꝗ ᷑⁵— ¶ Y— 
— 
* 4 _ 
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$ONG CCCCXLI. 
EE P was the Wound her Eyes firſt gave 
Thoſe Eyes which mn 285 


de Look deſtroys, no Arg can ſave, 
Loſt e er we know our Ail. 


Vho then can bear agen to gaze 

At ſuch reſplendent Light ; J i 
lot the bright Sun's molt glorious Rays, 

So fatal to the 2 


— 


—— 
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SON 0 co XII. 
a AT Scenes of Bliſs my raptur'd Fancy fram's, 
4 | In _ lone Spot, with Peace! and Thane re- 
tir'd ; | 


bo Reaſon then my ſanguine Fondneſs blam'd, | 
[ ſill believ'd what flat ring Love inſpix d. 


* now my Wrongs have taught my humbled — 
To dang'rous Bliſs no longer to pret 

Books, a calm, but fix'd ade to ind, 

dafe Joys, which on ourſe ves alone _ 


SON G eccctxtn. 
HE Morning riſes full of Tears, 
And yet the Eveniüg's gay: 
be guh'ring Clouds — 1 e * | | 
Diele, and fly away. tag 


| 


6184) 
So Love begins with Looks ſevere, 


Which the ſad Soul affright ; 
Yet, even then, is Mercy near, 
Soft Joys, and fierce Delight. 
SON & CCCCXLIV. = 
I N nothing, greater Joy we take, he ( 
Than to fit and dream awake: av'r 
Ihe flatt'ring Error ſooths our Soul, | hat 


And till it roves without Controul. \s W. 


Thus he, whoſe harpy Finger itches, he! 
Still to be ſcraping up of Riches ; and 1 
Can neer expreſs th Exceſs of Pleaſure, 
In brooding o'er a fancy'd Treaſure. 


Another more inclin'd to Love, 

Forms in his Mind a ſhady Grove; 
And in that Grove, ſome Grotto, where \ hic 
He may enjoy his charming Fair, Ane 


Already in his Fancy traces . fot fe 
All her nameleſs Charms and Graces ; Wh 
The Fair indulges, firſt, a Kiſs, 

And then, at laſt, a nobler Bliſs, 


SONG CCCCXALV. 


Us T I ever live tormenting? A 
No :—She'll change, at laſt, her Mind. nc 

I ſhall ſee the Nymph 3 
And her Humour ſweetly-kind. 


The ſ.ormy Blaſts, the Winds that roar, —— 
Sometimes gently greet the Shore. Tis 
Methinks I hear the God of Love 
Fondly whiſp'ring from above: 

*« You ſhall find her Soul conſenting, 
And thy Heart no more lamenting. 


DUIZINY 
Inc 1 


$ONG 


(385) 


he Bluſh of Meads ! the Pride of Bow'rs ! 
he Grace of Plants! the Eye of Flow'rs ! 
he Gods themſelves her Beauties move : 
av'rite of Venus ! Breath of Love! 

hat Flow'r is half ſo charming found, 

\; when, with full-blown Trefles crown'd, 
he Roſe in all her Bloom prevails, 

ind ſmiles on Zephyr's gentle Gales ? 


SON G CCCCXLVIL. 


OVE's no irregular Defire, 
No ſudden Start of raging Pain, 
hich in a Moment grows 2 
And, in a Moment, cools again. 


(ot found in the ſad Sonneteer, 

Who ſiugs of Darts, Deſpair, and Chains; 
nd, by whoſe ſenſeleſs Verſe tis clear, 
He wants not · only Heait, but Brains. 


or is it centred in the Beau, 

Who ſighs by Rule, in Order dies ; 
Vhoſe all conſiſts in outward Shew ; 
And, Want of Wit, by Dreſs ſupplies. 


lo, Love is ſomething ſo divine, 
Deſcription wou'd but make it leſs : 

Tis what I know, but can't define ; 
Tis what I feel, but can't expreſs, 


SONG CCCCXLVHL. 
s Roſes in a Wreathe I bound, 
Cupid 'mid the Flow'rs I found : 
1zing faſt this Foe of mine, 


G 
ud immerſing deep in Wine: 0 


SONG O xm ® 
OU'D Je a Queen of Flow rs decree, 
The 14 the Queen of Flow'rs ſhou d be. 


Strait 


(6166) 


Strait in Hand I took the Cup. 
Strait I drank the Vanten up. 5 1775 5 


"7 17-8 


Now the idly-flutt'ring Goes... adi tio 
Up and down my. Boſom ſprings 3+ - 
Teizing, tickling without Reſt, 


With the Feathers of his Wings. 


"SONG CCCCXLIX, 
O Feafts, to Smiles, to joyous Sports, 
Let deep- felt Sighs give way: 

Hither the am'rous Gods reſort, 

To frolic, dance, and play. 
And let the ſiſter Craces aid 

To tread the meaſur'd Maze, 
In Honour of the ſuff ring Maid, 

Whoſe Heart is now at Eaſe. | 


Let tender Verſe our Loves declare, 
And tell in ſofteſt Lays, - 

The Nymph was true, as wellas fair, 
And worthy of our Praiſe. | 


SONG CCCCL. ] 
HE Man who curbs his vicious Mind, 


When to curſt Ayarice inclin d. Whol; 
A nobler Empire far maintains but I, 
Than he who v'er all ric reigns, | 
"Tis great this Paſſion to controul, - - 


For 'tis the Dropſy of the Soul: 

Unleſs you purge each fickly Vein, - 

' [will thirſt and drink, -and thirſt again. 
Virtue ne'er reckons with the Bleſt,.. - - 
The Man who ſways the potent.Eald ; 
No ſpecious Names, no falſe Diſguiſe 
Can cheat her clear, unerring Eyes, | - 


Oil 


1 
+ * 


id puts the Laurel-Garland on, 


bo againſt Bribes undaunted Hand;, | 
hich neither touch his Eyes, nor Hands. 


SONG CCCCLL, 
ALCY ON Peace, and gentle Pleaſures, - 
Which were Strangers to my Brealt ; | 


obleſt of all worldly Treaſures, | i 
Come, O come ! and give me Reſt. >. 1 


SONG CœcCLII. | 1 
OOLISH Hai ! ſend, no more, | WL 
| Faint and languid Colours oer, 1 bt 
intings, brighter, livelier far, | 
ature's Pencil has drawn here. K = 
the Glories of the Eaſt, | "i 
owded are in Cælia's Breaſt. | | 
lurora, when we ſee her riſe, B 0 

| 
| 


nd ſtreak, with red, the dawning Skies, 
Does a Bluſh leſs beauteous wear, 

[han that maiden's Colour here's : * 
Which oft, thro? Modeſty, is ſeen, bs 5 | | 
ever from a Quilt withinz 4 
hoſe roſy Colours ne'er return; ; my 
ut I, with equal Ardour, burn. | 


”— 2 
. 


SONG CCCCLIN. 


Conjectures concerning Love. :. - 
I'S Somewhat that exiſts within? 
By Pedants conſtrued into Sin; 
ſudden Particle of Fire, 
th which Heav'n did our Souls inſpire ; 
{ ſuch a mix'd and doubtful Kind, © 
tpleaſes, while it racks, the Mind; 10 


® # 
U 


nlf 


(189) 

In Lightning thro' our Eyes it breaks; 
In Bluſhes glows upon our Cheeks; 
Pants in the Breaſt, dilates the Heart, 
And ſpreads its Power thro ev'ry Part: 
We feel it throb at ev'ry Kiſs, 

Yet know not why, nor what it is. 


__-,. SONG-CCCCLIVY. 
. Ky 8 beſt the middle Way to keep, 
And not decline to Ather Hand ; 


Nor launch too far into the Deep, | 
Nor ſteer your Courſe too near the Land. 


IJ, who nor wants nor wiſh for more 
Than what befits an even State; 

Avoid the Curſe of being poor, 
The Plague and Torment of the Great. 


The Man who arms his ſteady Breaſt, 
To ſtand unmov'd the worſt of Ills ; 
When Fortune frowns, ſtill hopes the beſt, 
And fears the Worſt, whene'er ſhe ſmiles, 


When Clouds grow thick, be bravely wiſe ; 


With Patience guard your conſtant Mind: 


But if a merry Gale ariſe, 


Contract your Sails, nor truſt the Wind. 


SONG CCCCLYV. 


M YR A, your ſovereign Charms I own ; 
I feel the fatal Smart : 

The Glory you can boaſt alone, 

To fix my wand'ring Heart. 


Your beauteous Sex, with various Grace, 
My Paſſions. oft have mov'd ; - 

And now a Shape, and then a Face, 
As Fancy led, I lov'd. 


Thus does the vagrant Bee explore 
Each Sweet that Nature yields; 
Lightly ſhe ſkims from Flow'r to Flow'r 
And ranges all the Fields. 


But 


(19) 


it you have found the cruel Art | 
To cure my roving Mind/; 
ch female Beauty you impart, . 59 r 
Your Sex, in One, combin' d. | wg 
ſy Eyes diſcloſe my ſeeret Pain; 

My conſtant Sighs diſcover, 0 

ho' in deep Silence I remain, 

That I am Myra's Lover. : 


xkſome I paſs the Hours away, _ 
When baniſh'd from your Sight; 
anguiſh all thelive-long Day, 

And all the wakeful Night. 


ell me, ye Learn'd, who ſtudy much 
The Nature of Mankind; 

'hy, if I think, or look, or touch, 
(If ſhe be coy or kind ; 


eel my Boſom ſtrangely move; 

Quick Throbbings ſeize my Breaſt ? 
that I know is that I love. 

Do you explain the reſt, 


SONG CCCCLVT. 


HE fleeting Years poſt on apace, 
And grey Old-Age draws near; 

eath knows no Mercy, no Delays, 

Nor Virtue's Self will ſpare. 


who of Breath and Food partake 
Muſt cyxoſs the gloomy Shore: 
e ferry'd o'er the Stygian Lake, 

The Wealthy and the Poor. 


don you muſt leave the Nymph you love, 
Your Fields and pleaſant Home; 

ind only Cypreſs, from the Grove, 
Attend you to the Tomb. 


SONG 


S — Creature, — L — 


ben take the ſweetly 7 {mailing cy 


And trebly he'll . the * d rial: e 0438 


6190) 


re (uc 44 ler Sc 


SONG cc. ft Ine 


A 


Whence all chat Deadneſs in your Eyes? 
Where is the Roſe which did adorn... ol 
Your Cheeks, more beauteous than the Morn, 7 
Your Lips than Coral were more red. 

O whither's their Verniillion fled ? 

Why fit you penſively alone, 

And, like " — Turtle, moan ? 

Some abſent Youth * your Mind employs 

With Fancy of untaſted Joys. 


Yes, yes, I've found the Cauſe I'm ſure ; 
"Tis Strephon muſt perform the Cure. 

Oft I've obſerv'd amid the Croud; 
His Heart with equal Wiſhes glow'd.. 


Soul of Good-Nature, fam'd-tor Ira s | 
Enflame his Mind with all your Charms; 
O claſp him in your ſnowy Arms! 

Preſs him, with Ardour, to your Breaſt, 
Then you, as Venus, ſhall be bleſt: 
Dart on his Lips the balmy Kifs, © 


wy on 
1. esd of BY Th 

SONG. ecocLvim.” . 18 
HILST Dames 19 his likes lm, Th) 


To offer ſolemn * ; 
To #lorimel he pays his Vows, _ 
His Praiſes center there. 


Conſider, Damon, . q- 1 et Cf y £ . 
Does like an Angels nine z 1» 
'Tis to her Features no Diſgrace, n 60 i. „ ay; ever 
That ſhe is not divine 


"Tis not expeRted at your Hand, I 93 MM s 
To idolize the Fair: H. n ie 
Your Admiration ſhe'll — * 1 


Tom 4 4 ' 


( 191 ) 
teh bn he Prame, 


he charming Creature will not claim al 
What's the Creator's due, $10 Xo i 
h! lovely Florimel, beware | "aa 1 
How you ſuch Swains approve z 


le that's a Hypocrite in Pray'r, 
Will be the ſame in Love. 


SONG CCCCLIX. 


WEE T Flower, ſay, from whence thy Hue, 
) Which does all other Hues excel? 

hence all this Grace in you? 1 
Whence all this fragant Smell ? 1 
on grew in Paſtor's Field, | 
Where Nature's Bounties meet E 1 
ut Nature ne'er edu d yield 5 # 
A Flowret half ſo ſweet. WM 
has the Queen of Love, 

Whilſt her Fdonis bled, 95 

1th Blood to dye you ſt rove. 
Which gives this ſæy · born Red ? 
0, no :— Thrice happy Flow 1 
The Cauſe till now I miſs d; 


dee peerleſs Celia wore ; e 
Thy Bekath Cle kifs'd. Stents” 


soNG Seele „ere 


E who is happily. , eU eee 

Of what the go r lle regain; a1 % 
his balmy. * on i], $90 e 

Tor Fears, or vain Deſires; :- 2:1: 1a" - 


5 fooliſh to enlarge our Views 
imce Life is ſhort, and quickly done 7 
vin we might new Climates BL nat 
but never, ourſelves, can run. 9 
9 ERS 


| 

1 

| 
_ 


| Om) 
*Gainſt future Ills there's u Relief: 
The preſent Good is always beſt: *  * 
Be wiſe, and mingle Joy with Grief, - 
Since nothing is compleatly bleſt. 


Vou, num'rous Flocks and Herds poſſeſs, 
The fruitful Cow, and neighing Mare ; 
You in your Chariot loll at Eaſe; 
You the molt gaudy Scarlet wear. 


IT with my Little am content, 

And of my Lyric-Genius proud's 
Since the good Gods their Vot'ry lent 
' A Soul, which can deſpiſe the Croud. 


SONG CCCCLXI. 
1.5 UD was the Wind, and rough the Main, 


But Life was paſt my Care; 
thought of Abſence and Diſdain, 
And felt no Storm but there. 


The Seas their Wonders might reveal, 
Bat Srella's Eyes have more; 


Not all the Treaſures they conceal, ſrtue 
Can equal mine on Shore. =Y jad [t 
From native Pritain's temp'rate Coaſt, le xy 
Remove me farther yet ; L 
To ſhiver in eternal Froſt, | rtue 
Or melt with India's Heat. we 
Her Image ſhall my Days beguile, 5 
And 5 my Dream ſhall = * 


The tuneful Voice, and tender Smile, 
Tho? ne'er vouchſaf'd to me. 


SON G CCCCLXI.. 


H E who enjoys his All, nor covets more, 9 
0 


ll not 
or, v 


And 


Minds not the Sea, ſecure on Shore; 
r racks his Breaſt with black, tormenting Cares, 
Tho? Storms attend the riſing, or the ſetting Stars. 


Ur- 


85 
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mov d he ſees the Vineyards rent with Hail, 
be Fields diſrob'd, the Harveſt fail? 
he fertile Product of the Orchard loſt; , 


nt up by ſceroking Heats, or numb'd with chilling 
ro * 


ace then, nor rich Perfumes, nor flowing Wine, 
or Pavements from the Marble Mine; 

or purple Robes the leaſt Relief impart, 

0 caſe a troubled Soul, or cure a wounded Heart. 
by ſhou'd I think my Happineſs compleat, 

1a new, lofty, modiſh Seat? 

hy change my little Store, and Peace of Mind, 


or Pomp perplex'd with Cares, and Wealth with Tor-. 
ments join'd ? - 


SONG CCCCLXIIL, 


H O wou'd not for his Country die, 
When 'tis as vain, as baſe, to fly ? 
hat Coward can outitrip his Fate ? 

or Death comes on as we retreat. 


ſirtue with native Luſtre ſhines, 

Ind ſtill purſues. her juſt Deſigns : 

[is not to pleaſe the giddy Town, 

e takes, or lays her Honours down. 


irtue ſtill finds new Ways to riſe, 

Ind free Admiſſion to the Skies; 

he ſcorns the Croud ; and Homeward bound 
akes Wing, and ſpurns the miſty Ground. 


SONG CCCCLXIV, 


Darling, haſte ; ſome Comfort give; 
Tho? Fate decrees, thou mult not live, 
Yet, folded thus, O! yield thy Breath. 
not remain alone to ſigh ; ve 

or, with my Wiſh, the Stars comply, 

And I'll attend thee, ev'n in Death. 


K SONG 
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SONG CCCCLXKY. 


APPY Man, the Gods outvying, 
He, who cloſe by you appears ; 
He, who gazing, liſt'ning, dying, 
Drinks your Charms at Eyes and Ears. 
When your Words, in Muſic flowing, 
Silent Extaſy impart ; 
When your Smiles, divinely glowing, 
Fire the dancing, raviſh'd Heart. 


You approach ; when thro' your Lover 
Warm the ſoft Infection flies; L 
My Tongue fails, I ſhake all over ; 
Ring my Ears, and ſwim my Eyes. 
Cold Sweats trickle, Speech forſakes me; 
Blood and Senſe at once retire ; 
Gentle Faintneſs overtakes me 
Now I pant ! O ! now expire. 


SONG ECCCLXVI. 


LY: hither, fly, my gentle Fair, 
And eaſe the Pangs for thee I bear. 
With thy ſoft Smiles thou may'ſt impart 
Some Reſpite, to my pungent Smart. 


| Think of my fond, unſpotted Love; 
| Think of the Tortures I now prove ; 

| And that, for all the Woes I've known, 
The ſole Reward's in thee alone. 


SON G CCCCLXVII. 


O not for ever pine and mourn, 
For, if the Winds propitious prove, 
v.rephan will to your Arms return; 


His Wealth increaſing with his Love. 
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bw toſs'd by Storms to diſtant Shores, 
He curſes his relentleſs Stars; 

ſoft Complaints conſumes the Hours, 
And paſſes all the Night in Tears. 


ſean while, ſome foreign Phyllis tries 
By am'rous Wiles to win his Heart ; 
1d bids the Envoy of his Sighs, 

Exert each ſoft and wanton Art. 


it, all in vain ; he ſtops his Ears ; 

And all her artful Charms defies : 

Jo you, like him, avoid thoſe Snares, 4 
Leſt ome gay Youth your Heart ſurprize, 


1d, "tho? he call you, cruel Fair, 
Donot relent, but ſhut your Door ; 
he duſk and dang'rous Shades beware, 
And ſhun the ſerenading Hour, 


SONG CCCCLXVIIL 


O Flowret ſo delightful grows, 

As are the Charms of thy bright Face: 
ie Flow T a ſingle Beauty ſhows, 
But all the Spring, in thee, we trace. 


SONG CCCCLXIX, 


\ LOFT her tender Neck ſhe bears, 

[ Reluctant to the Yoke untry'd ; 

docil yet, to draw in Pairs, 

Starts at the Name of Slave and Bride: 
And wild with unexperienc'd Fear, 
Your Heifer mocks the ardent Stear. 


nold the friſcing Wanton ſpend, 

In verdant Fields the thoughtleſs Day ; 

he Younglings of her Kind attend, 

With harmleſs Court, and childſh Play ; 

: While purling Streams with Azure crown'd, 
"Quench all the Heat the c'er has found. 


K2 Fond 
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Fond of the Grape's unmellow'd Juice, 
Thy fickly Appetite confine ; 
For Autumn's Suns ſhall ſoon produce, 
The purple Harveſt of the Vine; 
And growing Years her Bloom diſplay; 
The Years which haſten thy Decay, 


SONG CCCCLXX. 


H' advent tous Faulcon takes his Flight, 
And, high in Air, ſurveys around; 
Darts, on each Neſt, his piercing Sight, 
In hopes that Prey may ſoon be found. 


If once the wiſh'd-for Bird he ſpies, 
Together, ſwift, his Strength he calls ; 
Pownward on rapid Pinions flies, 
And on the trembling Victim falls. 


SONG CCCCLAXL 


HE blue-cap Lads, 
In'Rags and Plaids, 

Whom Right-Divine bewitches ; 
Forſaking their Home, 
From the Highlands are come, 

In queſt of Shoes and Ereeches, 


Fach lawleſs Clan, 
Declares for the Man “, 
Who Orders takes from Marl; 
Inſuring his Doom, 
By the Bleſſing of Name, 
And toſs their Caps for Char/ee. 


With Bagpipe-Flute 

They him ſalute, 
With Shouts that rival Thunder ; 

Some write for the Cauſe, 

Again Union and Laws; 
But more look out for Plunder. 

» ; 

* The young Pretenders » 
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zus Southward they march, 

ith Mein ſtiſt and ſtarch, 

And utt'ring fierce Bravadoes z 

id all the Route, 

ang the French Flag out, 

ln the Shape of white Cockadoes, 


ar Riches and Trade 

elolv'd to invade ; 

And that way make their Seaſon ; 
ceming at this Time, 

hat Money is a Crime, 

And Plate and Jewels Treaſon. 


rue Engliſb Hearts 

zert your Parts, | 

For Freedom, Faith and Riches ; 
r inſtead of Rags, 

bey Il get your Bags; 

And you their Kibes and Itches. 
ith watering Mouth, 

hey look to the South, 

In hopes of Viands dainty ; 

nd, for your Share 

ave wholeſome Fare, 

Long Kail, and Ranty-tanty *.. 
ave baſe Dragoons, 

hoſe — — 

That fled at Preſſon cow'd ye ? 
ls not my Belief, 

hat Pudding and Beef 

Can ſtoop to Crownay- Mo tudy . 


1o' ſome got Clothes 

ithout much Blows, 

And ſome are newly mounted : 
hen Wade they accoit, 

dey'll find their Hoſt 

Was abſent when they counted. 


K 3 The 


v A Sheep" s Head, dreſs'd with the Wool and Horns on, 
} Raw Oatmeal, and cold Water. 
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There's Blakeney and Gueſt 
Will ſtand the Teſt, 
Defying the Pretender: 
We'll fight and ſing 


For George our King, 
Our Right and Faith's Defender. 


SONG CCCCLXXI.. 


ö 
5 


T NTHRALTD thy ſorrowing Soul remain Mat o 


Vet ſo inchanting are the Chains, 
dweet Freedom can't allure. | 
Corroding Cares ſurround thy Heart ; 
Yet ſo delicious is the Smart, b 
Thou covet'ſt not a Cure. 


SONG CCCCLXXIIT. 


Y Fair, my Spouſe, my only Bliſe, 
With Hope thy Griefs aſſuage; 
Not always will the trowning Skies 
Purſue me with their Rage. 


Chaſe ev'ry anglous Thought away; 

Thy rifng Pangs controul ; 

Thy Thoughts to Woes my Soul betray 
Thy Pangs unman my Soul. 


SONG CCCCLXXIV, 
AIR Ariadne drown'd in Tears, 
Upbraids the faithleſs Grecian Chief ; 
Jill Bacchus, jolly God, appears, 
And calms her Woe, and lulls her Grief, 


The Moral of this Tale implies, 

When Woman yields her Virgin Store, 
Away the ſated Lover flies, 

Since there he can obtain no more. 
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while the tries each female Snare, 
And ſeems ev*n loſt in Thinking ; 

ut, tir'd at length with fruitleſs Care, 
Drowns all her Woes with Drinking, 


SONG CCCCLXXV. 


Hop Es like the Lightning's ſcorching Blaze; 
11 A tranfient Glare it fondly lends : 

but oft deſtructive are its Rays, | 

And Death the rapt'rous View attends, 


ope comes with Pleaſure in its Train, 
But when the fleeting Good is paſt ; 
tief, with Increaſe, returns again, 
And Anguiſh that will ever laſt, 


1aing, 


SON G CCCCLXXVI. 


OME to my Feaſt (dear Friend !) and take 
An hundred Glaſſes for my ſake ; 

t Strife and Noiſe be far away; 

Nur Tapers ſhall renew the Day. 


ve all the Cares that vex your Mind, 
nd grand Affairs of State behind: 
That tho* the Gallic Army's fled, 
Ir civil Broils infeſt the Swede? = 


dat tho* the German wins the Field: 
Ind makes the fierce Cantabrian yield ? 
Ur tho", at length the Genoe/e long 

or Peace,” and ſue in humble Song ? 


n let the State Machine roll on, 

lind not its Danger, nor your own : 

oy the preſent Hour, and clear 

aur Brow from Frowns, your Soul from Fear. 


RK 4 SONG 


— 
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so NG CCCCLXXKVIT. — 
WE E T Shade ! enjoy eternal Reſt ; by Þ 


With Patience wait, ſupremely bleſt, Wh: 
The Vengeance I deſign. 
That done, to Realms of cloudleſs Day, 
On Love's ſoft Wings I'll dart away; 
And, faithful, with thee join. 


SONG CCCCLXXVIII. 
FTVIR'D of their Heav'n, and fond of Charge, ung 


Ev'n Gods forſake their ſtarry Seats ; The 

The Gods delight on Earth to range, s Ble 
And joy to taſte our humble Sweets. Yout 
See ev'ry baleful Planet ſtiine, rom t 
1 he raging Dogſar ſcatters Death; You 
With Heat the fainting Cattle. pine, ith y 
And the poor Shepherd pants for Breath. And 
In vain the Grove and gliding Flood, yry £ 
With weary Steps they now explore; Whi 
Nor Zephyr wakes the ſilent Wood, he R 
Or whiſtles in the hollow Shore. And 


> Why then, ah! why ſtill wrapp'd in Cares ? 
| Why negligent of Health and Eaſe ? 
Fearful, in vain, of future Wars, 
Why do you loſe the Sweets of Peace, 


Future Events are hid in Shades ; 
Jove only gives the preſent Hour; 

Vain is the Mortal that invades 

The Secrets of Almighty Pow 'r. 


SONG CCCCLXXIX. 


NYOME, dear Inchantreſs, to my Breaſt, 
Fled is each anxious Care ; 
] :cel my raviſh'd Soul oppreſt 
With Joy too great to bear. 
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come, my Heart's Delight, I come: 


Now threatning Woes are paſt. 
by Preſence diffEpates the Gloom, 


Which o'er my Mind was caſt. 


SONG CCCCLXXX. 


OVELY Spring ! as cryſtal clear ! 
Accept this Wine, theſe fragrant Flow'rs ; 
jon as the Morning ſhall appear, 
A Goat, with budding Horns, is yours. 


de, Moung and wanton, fit to try 
Theluſty Leap, or hardy Fight ; 
Blood your limpid Streams ſhall die, 
Your Streams, with purple Mixture bright. 


om the Dog-far's ſcorching Ray 

You ſtill defend the tender Flock; 

ith you the Herds their 'Thirlt allay, 

And Oxen, ſweating with the Yoke. 

'ry Spring ſhall yield to you, 

Whilſt I the ſhady Scene rehearſe 3 

he Rocks from whence your Waters flow, 


And ſpeak your Murmurs in my Verſe. 


SONG CCCCLXXXI. 


O ſhift from daiſy'd Meads to Courts, 
My tow'ring Mind aſpires : 
leave ye all, ye rural Sports, 
So ſov'reign Fate requires. 


SONG CCCCLXXXII, 
ARELESS of what may be To-morrow, 
On preſent Mirth your Thoughts employ z 
ny ſhou'd the Fears of future Sorrow 
Itouble the Stream of preſent Joy. . 
Ks 


Hy- 
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Human Affairs, like Thames's Tide, 
With no fix'd, ſtated Motion flow ; 

Unruffled, now, they ſmoothly glide, 
While no rude Wind preſumes to blow, 


Anon, the Waves with dreadful Force, 
Come ruſhing on the frighted Shore; 

With Ruin mark their furious Courſe, 
And make the diſtant Foreſt roar. 


Bleſs'd, only He, who free from Care, 
Can ev'ry Night with Pleaſure ſay, 

Be it To-morrow foul or fair, 
Thanks to my Stars, I've liv'd To-day. 


The Joys J have poſſeſs'd, are mine, 
Harbour'd ſecure, from Fortune's Blaſt ; 

Tho' Jove ſhou'd at my Bliſs repine, 
Fove can't recal the Minutes paſt. 


SONG CCCCLAXXIIL 


F you a faithful Heart approve, 
1 Deſert not mine, thy certain Prize: 
"T'were cruel, ſure, to ſlight ſuch Love; 
And my unchanging Truth deſpiſe. 


SONG CCCCLXXXIV. 


| OD of the Woods, who loves to chace 
The Nayadt, nimble as the Wind; 

Along my Fields propitious paſs, 

And to my tender Flocks be kind. 
Then ev'ry Year a wanton Kid, 

With Bowls of love-inſpiring Wine, 
Shall to your S Godhead bleed, 

Whilſt fragrant Smoke perfumes the Shrine. 


Soon as Detember cools the Plains, 
My Cattle on ſoft Herbage browze 3 
Nor T'oi! nor. Care fatigues the Swains; 
The Bullocks from the Team are looſe, 


( 203 ) 
o mw'ning Wolves the Lambkin fright ; 
The Leaves lie ſcatter'd thro' the Wood; 


be Ruſticks in the Dance delight, 
and beat the Ground they lately plow'd. 


SONG CCCCLXXXV. 


Y Heart is my own, 
And ſcorns all Direction, 
from Fancy alone, 


Where to place its Affection. 


er I'll ſmother the Flames, 
Which ſo ardently burn, 

| reſign theſe vain Gems, 
And to Deſarts-return. 


SONG CCCCLEXXVI. 


ORTUNE loves dearly to perplex 
Our buſy Hopes, and airy Schemes 
f1x*d, like her inconſtant Sex, 
She's ever changing to Extremes. 


bene er ſhe pleaſes to be kind, 
In meet her with extended Arms; 
It when the Wanton ſhifts her Mind, 
Why ſhow'd I languiſh for her Charms. 


thout Regret, I then reſign 

The fleeting Joys ſhe only lent ; 

ot at th* expected Change repine, 
Arm'd with my Virtue and Content. 


Fools th* unpitying Gods implore, 

When Kuin (ſwells in ev'ry Wave; 

q anxious to preſerve their Store, 

Drown with che Wealth they ſtrive to ſave. 


hilt I, an humble Safety ſeek, 
And ey'ry Star propitious find; 


te to ſome happy, little Creek, 
Nor think on A 1 leave behind. 
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SONG CCCCLXXXVIT. 


H Y Wailings, beauteous Fair-One, ceaſe ; 
Each Tear, foft-trickling, adds Increaſe 
To my Heart-galling Pains. 
Fate's fierceſt Ire is wreak'd en me. 
Alas ! *tis killing Grief to be 
In theſe deteſted Chains, 


SONG CCCCLXXXVITI: — 


INE kept eld Cazo's Virtue warm; 
This whets the Dull, and Wit inſpires ; N 
The Grave wich ſprightly Vigour fires, 

And, by anever-failing Charm, 

* Unlocks the Mind, and all its gay Deſires, 


Wine with freſh Hope the Coward cheers, 
Revives the Wretched and Undone, 
And makes the Slave his Lord diſown : » * 

What Wretch, when arm'd by Bacchus, fears | 
To meet a Wartior's Arm, or ſtand a Tyrant: nene 

Frown. 'Tis 

Let Venus, and the God of Whhe, 

And ev'ry Grace, too ſtrictly chaſte, 
Come, if they pleaſe, and crown the Feaſt ; 

Our Torches, and our Souls, ſhall ſhine, 

Till we eclipſe the Sun, when riſing in the Eaſt. 


SON G CCCCLXXXINX, 


SEE the gath'ring Clouds ariſe, 
1 That bode a lempeſt near. 
Their Heads my lucky Stars diſguiſe, 
And ſoon will diſappear. 


} 


at's 


G 
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SONG CCCCXC. 


RIENDSHIP, the heav'nly Theme, I 
The Source of ſweeteſt Joy I ng; a 
eaſures from groſſer Senſe refin'd, 

Still new, that never cloy. 


Tis ſacred Friendſhip ſoftens Life, 
Aud ſmooths the rugged Stream; 
niting Joys, will Joys create, 
And ſharing, leflen Pain. 


is pure as the ztherial Flame, 

Which lights the Lamps above; 

Ir, as the new-born Infant's Thought, 
Or, as his Mother's Love. 


e ſordid Soul ne'er knows thy Charms, 
Nor ſuch divine Delight ; 

e, whom thy gen'rous Paſſien warms 
Soars to an Angel's Height. 


nendſhip is founded on Eſteem, 

'Tis Elegance of Choice, 

cquaintance pick'd from Crouds of Men, 
By heav'nly Reaſon's Voice. | 


SONG CCCCXCT. ! 


E envious Stars, be now appeas dl 
On my ſad Griefs ſerenely ſmile: 

n the dire Rack, my Thoughts, till eas'd, 

Can ne'er my thrilling Smart beguile ; 

Can ne'er, without your Aid, oppoſe 

This Torrent of unceaſing Woes, 


SONG CCCCXCII, 


IT H Mirth and Joy unbend thy Saul, 
Y And for the Hogſhead call ; 
ih brilliant Sherry fill the Bowl, 


For this is WIL LIAM's Feſtival. 
| From 
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From G oR the firſt we date the Juice 
Which now ſhall crown the Glaſs; 


Without Delay that Caſk produce, 
For ſee ! the Day declines apace. 


T'11 fing of Neptune and his Train 
Of Nymphs with ſea-green Hair ; 

You to Letona's Praiſe ſhall ſtrain 
The Lyre, and to Diana fair. 


We'll fing of Venus, and her Doves 
With which ſhe wings her Flight ; 

To Cnides and the Paphian Groves, 
And praiſe the Goddeſs of the Night. 


SONG CCCCXCIII. 


ESPAIR not, thou inchanting Maid, 
Altho' I can't indulge thee Aid, 

Jo combat Ills the Fate's prepare, 
Yet think, *tis Folly to deſpair. 
Rather give thy Wailings o'er ; 
Rather pi cam, bore implore, 

To change their cruel, dire Decrees ; 

To give thy baleful Sorrows Eaſe : 
Wailings only make them more. 


SONG CCCCXCIV, 


HAPPY Nymph! a friendly Sign 
Has uſher'd in thy Birth ; | 
Fair Hope fits blooming on thy Morn, 
And crowns the Day with Mirth. 


May ev'ry Omen 1 prove, 


And gladſome all thy Days; 7 
May Beauty triumph in thy Face, [ 
And Wiſdom guide thy Ways, ul 
Still may'ſt thou give thy Father Joy; nd, « 

Deſerve thy Mother's Love; hen þ 
Shine an Example to thy Sex, ortunt 


Which Virtue may approve. 
yy | Y approve, And 
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1d late may'ſ thou retire from Life, 
With ev'ry Merit bleſt ; - 

low d, eſteem'd, lamented die, 

And glide to heav'nly Reſt. 


SON G CCCCXCV; 


ONE LY and ſad- ſighing I, x 
L Like the cooing Turtle fly, 

ho ſeeks his Mate, from Glade to Glade, 
nd finds her, to dire Toils betray'd. 
namour'd with his captive Bride, 

e pants to murmur by her Side; 

ith Tranſport falls within the Snare, 

kcauſe his Soul's Delight 1s there. 


SONG CCCCXCVI. 


HO can inſure To-morrow's Sun ? 


Or give an another Day, when this is done? 
free and cheerful ; do not ſpare 


dur Wealth, to glut an undeſerving Heir. 


Then to the Shades below you come, 
nd Minos fixes your pans bevy | 

or Virtue, nor high Birth, ſhall ſave, 

lor Eloquence redeem you from the Grave. 


ana try'd to bring, in vain, 

er chaſte Hype/itus to Life again 

do Thecus did to Hell deſcend, 

e cou'd notreſcue his unhappy Friend. 


SONG CCCCXCVII. 


HERISH ſweet Hope, diſpel thy Fears ; 
Let not thy Heart be torne by Cares; 

nes, Good and Ill, alternate ſway ; 

nd, come what will, we mult obey : 

den baniſh Fear, ſince oft we find, 


tune, when leaſt expected, kind. 
SONG 
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ct 
f SON G CCCCXCVITIE. * 
HE Spring diſſolves the fleecy Snows ; Y 
Freſh Green adorns the Fields, freſh Leare . 

the Boughs : 


Nature is deck'd in all her gayeſt Pride, 

The limpid Streams in narrow Limits glide, 

The Nymphstrip naked o'er the Plains, 

And with them, hand in hand, the Graces dance. 
The rolling Hours, and ſhifting Year 

Inform you, that your laſt great Change is near. 


Warm Zephyr melts the Winter down, 

Then Spring ſucceeds, and Summer's quickly gone; 
Then Autumn, rich in Fruits and Grain, 

Rolls regular till Winter comes again. 


The Moon renews her fading Light, 
Whilſt Man lies down in everlaſting Night. 


SONG CCCCXCIX, 


N your Wings, thro' Fields of Air, 
' Zephyrs fly, and ſeek my Fair; 
Then return, and tell me where. 


Her (ſoft Zephyrs) when you find, 
Whiſper, that ſhe muſt be kind : 
Teach her, if you can, to flee 

With you, Zephyrs, back to me. 


SONG D. 


IRTUF's an idle, uſcleſs Thing, 
When hid in ſecret, and o'ercait ; 
Whilſt I (dear Friend!) your Praiſe can ſing, 

Your Actions fhall for ever laſt. 


Oblivion ſhall not reach your Fame, 
For you by prudent Meaſures ſteer ; 
In ev'ry For: une ſtill the ſame ; 


Net fluſh'd with Joy, nor ſunk with Fear, 


Vier, 
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ice, when adorn'd with Wealth and State, 
With you no Favour is allow'd; 

our Judgment's right, and ſure as Fate; 
You triumph'o'er the giddy Croud. © 


eis not number'd with the Bleſs'd, 

Te whom the Gods large Stores have given; 
ut he, who of enough poſſeſs d, 

Can wiſely uſe the Gifts of Heav'n: 

ho Fortune's Frowns with Patience bears, 

And the worſt Ills the Gods can ſend ; 

is Honour to his Life prefers, 

To ſave his Country, or his Friend. 


eaves 


SONG DI. 


FFSPRING fad of guilty Fear, 
3 Thou, who doſt cold Poiſons bear; 

ind, in Hearts enamour'd, lie, 

Thou, too cruel JeaLovsy, 

ave my ſpotleſs Heart at eaſe ; 

ave me to my wonted Peace. . 


Frozen Ice, devouring Flames, 
ire Ideas, waking Dreams; 
Vild Suſpicions, odious Lyes, 
ecret Trains of Perjuries, 
ait on thee, whoſe ceaſeleſs Strife 
Lalts the Lamp of Love and Life. 


e; 


SONG DIL. 


HY, Delia, ſhou'd you ſo much ſtrive, 
| Four kindling Paſſion to conceal ? 
tour Lips, tho' they Denial give, 
let all your Actions Love reveal. 
t vain you ſtrive, in vain, alas! 

The charming Paſſion to diſguiſe ; 
t plows, it blues in your Face, 

And ſparkles in your ſwimming Eyes. 


ce, 
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Vour Eyes, thoſe Emblems of the Heart, 
Still contradict whateꝰ er you fay ; 

And, tho' your Lips deny the Smart, 

Your Eyes are more belie vd than they. 


SON G DIII. 


E kind, my Charmer; crown my Hopes, 
Nor let me longer feed on Air. 

Alas ! my throbbing Heart forebodes 
A Train of Woes, and black Deſpair. 


SONG DIV. 


HEN fhall I, (wretched Maid ) 
Lay down my Cares and die? 
When join my Damon's Shade, | 
And by his Aſhes lie? 
But ah! I rage in vain ; 
With fruitleſs Moan complain : 
I ſee no End of Pain. 


Once Love, with ſilken Bands, 
Entwin'd our Hearts and Hands; 
And innocently gay, 
Wing'd all our Hours away. 
Now, where loud Billows roar, 
His dead Corps beats the Shore, 
And knows ſuch Joys no more. 


Sad, on the rocky Strand, 
I take his Corps to Land; 
And, whilſt I weep and rave, 
6 a friendly Grave. 
ut who will deign their Aid, 
To ſooth a plaintive Shade, 
Or help a wretched Maid? 


Dear Youth! I wait thy Doom, 

In angry Tempeſts tolt ; 

Dear Youth! deny'd a Tomb, 
To ſooth thy plaintive Ghoſt, 


* 
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But o'er my fun'ral Bed 7 Be | 


Will one kind Tear be ſhed, 
To wail poor Lucy dead. 


SONG DV. 


HE Storm, long menacing, is paſt ; 
And Calms, my Soul to Peace incline: 
opitious Stars their Influence caſt, 
And every pleaſing Hope is mine. 


SONG DVI. 


OONE R, my Love, ſhalt thou ſurvey 
Without Stars, a glitt'ring Night; 
ooner view, without one Ray, 

Phæbus ſhine divinely bright, 
Than my Heart (bleſt Maid !) thou find 
Loſt to Love ; to thee unkind, 
Sooner Sea ſhall want a Shore; 
( Sooner Rivers ceaſe to pour 
Tributes to the boundleſs Sea, 
Than I fail, in Faith, to thee. 


SONG DVIL. 


JERRLESS Maid ! as Venus fair; 
Cruel Maid! as falſe as Air; 
hen, with hoary Honours dy'd, 
pe ſhall triumph o'er your Pride, 
hen your Locks their Beauties loſe, 
ind your Cheeks the fading Roſe ; 
hen, when all your Bloom is gone, 
Scarce you'll think your Face your own ; 
But with Wonder and Amaze, 
ling on the faithleſs Glaſs, 
hus exclaim :—Ah ! tell me why, 
ove muſt live, and Beauty die ? 
Vhy, when Youth adorn'd my Brow, 
43 I not ſo kind as now? + 
Ur, ſince Age has baniſh'd Scorn, 
by ſhou'd not my Charms return? 
SONG 
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SONG DIII. 


S Birds, who wander'd long o'er Sea, 
Eager to find their old Abodes, 
Swift wing their Courſe to verdant Woods ; 
So does my Soul, impatient, flee, 
My darling Fair, to join with thee. 
Fly, fly, my Soul; for her thou'lt find 
| Gentle, patient, conſtant, kind: 


O! haſte, before me, to her Breaſt, 
And fix there thy Halcyon Neſt. 


SONG DIX. 
AIL ever pleaſing Solitude ! 
Companion of the Wiſe and Good 
ut from whoſe holy, piercing Eye, 
The Herd of Fools Villains fy. 


O! how I love with thee to walk ! 

And liſten to thy whiſper'd Talk; 
Which Innocence, which Truth impart, 
And melts the moſt obdurate Heart. 


A thouſand Shapes you wear with Eaſe, 
And ſtill in 2 Shape you pleaſe ; 


Now wrapt in ſome myſterious Dream, 15 
A lone Philoſopher you ſeem. Much 
Thine is th' unbounded Breath of Morn, And I 
Juſt as the Dew-bent Roſe is born ; My R 
And. while Meridian Fevers beat, 1 C 
Thine is the Woodland, dumb Retreat. Froth 


But chief when ev'ning Scenes decay, 
And the faint Landſkip glides away ; 
Thine is the doubtful, dear Decline: ; 
And the beſt Hour of Muſing, thine. 


9 


SONG DX. 
OUL-INFLAMING, lovely Eyes; 
Where the Graces ever reign ; 
fmy 1 by 4 ſuffice, 

Ab! with Pity view my Pain. 
ho' ſerene as ſtarry Flames 
You in Love's fair Heav'n ſhine ; 
Yet the Seat my Honour claims, 
Peerleſs Beauty muſt reſign. 


SONG DXI. 
OME, ever-ſmiling Liberty, 
And with thee bring thy jocund Train ; 
For thee we pant, and ſigh for thee, 
With whom eternal Pleaſures reign. 


) Liberty ! thou choiceſt Treaſure, 
eat of Virtue, Source of Pleafure ; 
Life without thee knows no Bleſſing, 
No Endearment worth careſſing. 


HL OE, this aged Caſk is thine, 
Replete with racy Mountain Wine 
Much Parſley in my Garden grows, 
And Ivy to adorn your Brows. 


My Rooms with burniſh'd Plate ſhall ſhine ; 
My Garlands round your Temples twine ; 
Freſh Greens upon the Shrine ſhall lie, 

And there the tender Lambkin die. 


The happy des come round again: 
This Day the ſmiling Month divides, 
Ver which the Queen of Love preſides. 


Think what this Mirth, theſe Tranſports mean 3 
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Let not Ambition ſoar too high, 

But let your Hopes with Senſe comply ; 
By Rules of juſt rum move; 
Equality's the Soul of Love. 


You are my only Joy ; for you, 
I bid all other Nymphs adieu. 

Come, eaſe my Soul with Muſic's Charms: rp 
Muſic the ſharpeſt Grief diſarms. 


SONG DXIIT. 


H E Pilot, ignorant in the Gales 
That ſwell the Boſom of his Sails, 
May fondly hope, but all in vain, 

To guide his Veſſel thro' the Main. 


Such my forlorn Condition ſeems, 
Loft by ſome Star's deluding Beams ; 
I wander from my Place of Ref, 
And find no Comfort in my Breaſt, 


SONG DXIV, 


OUND an Alarm,—your ſilver Trumpets ſound 
And call the Brave, and only Brave, around, 
Who liſteth, follow: — To the Field again :— me, \ 
Juſtice, with Courage, is a thouſand Men, The! 


How vain is Man, who boaſts in Fight, 
The Valour of gigantic Might; 

And dreams not, that a Hand unſeen 
Gaides and directs this weak Machine? 


SONG DXV. 


THOU, my Soul's moſt precious Part; 
Thine Eyes, thy Lips, thy waving Hair, 
Allure, inflame, and muſt enſnare P Sto 

My inmoſt Soul, my faithful Heart, 
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y waving Hair is eating Gold ; 
by lovely Lips like Rubies ſhow z 

love does all his Charms unfold © 
ith bright Profuſion on thy Brow. 


SONG DVXI. 


EPHYR, Companion of the Spring, | 
Now ſmooths the Seas, and feel the Sail ; 

o'er the Meads he ſpreads his Wing, 

The Snows diſſolve at ev*'ry Gale. 


ir tender Flocks the Shepherds keep, 
ind tune the Pipe to rural Strains ; 


ey ſing the God who guards their Sh 
he God who o'er Arcadia reigns. * 


ne, leave the Noble, Rich, and Gay ; 
he Seaſon's hot, and calls for Wine: 
g your Perfumes, and come away; 

\ Hogſhead, on theſe Terms, is thine, 


little Box of Odours buys 
certain Remedy for Care; | 
yu know the Cellar where it lies; 4 

will quicken Hope, and kill Deſpair, | 


ne, with the Purchaſe in your Hand, 
The Price is ſmall, the Bargain great. 
u know I boaſt no Wealth nor Land, 
How then can I afford to treat ? 


, and leave Sorrow far behind ; 
Conſider Death is at your Feet: 

ith Mirth and Wine unbend your Mind; 
A Fiolic, if well tim'd, is ſweet. 


— — — — 
— — —— 


| 

SONG DXVI. 

Storms, with fierceſt Rage, o'erwhelm | 
| 

| 


The Vine-prop, boſpitable Elm, 
e wicow'd Plant, in fad Decay, 
n languiſhes its Life away. 


The 


»....+ Ae 
The Tree it fondly claſp'd before, 
- ProteRts its tender Bloom no more: | ho 


No Rills revive her with their Streams; 
No Growth ſhe gains from Phæbus Beams. 


SONG DRxVIII. 


LOVELY Peace! with Plenty crown'd, 
Come, fpread thy Bleſſings all around; — 
Let fleecy Flocks the Hills adorn, 
And Vallies ſmile with wavy Corn. 
Let the ſhrill Trumpet ceaſe, nor other Sound, 
But Nature's Songſters wake the cheerful Morn. q 


SONG DXIX. 


FOOLISH Hind, in Days of Yore, 
Of Perſon mean, half ftarv'd and poor ; 
By ſome ſtrange Turn, (no matter what, 
Whether of Favour,” or of Fate; 
Was fingl'd from the vulgar Herd, 
And to a fruitful Soil preferr'd. 


Within the Ground a Vine-Tree ſtood, 
Adorn'd with beauteous Underwood; 
Beneath whoſe friendly Bonghs ſhe lay, 
Nor felt the Summer's ſaltry Day ; 
Nor fear'd the Sight of Man or Hound, 
But there both Shade and Safety found, 


She had not long enjoy'd the Place, 

When, grown too proud for common Graſs ; 
She needs wou'd try (O black Defign !) 

To bite the kind, proteRting Vine: 

But while among the Leaves ſhe fed, 

She ſhew'd her vile, ungrateful Head. 


And now with Eaſe the Huntſmen find 
The fat, uncover'd, ſtaring Hind : 
They run the Chace, their Dogs they cheer, 
And, hunting down this pamper'd Deer, 
Revenge the violated Tree; | 
When all ſucceeding Times agree; 


* 
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+ the deſerv'd this fatal End, 
ho durſt attack her only Friend. 


SONG DXX. 


E Cares ſorſake my clouded Brow, 

And leave my Mind its Freedom now. 
Fate ſome Reſpite will not give, : 
aching Soul muſt ceaſe to live. 


IVE me, ye Fates, the pleaſing Part 
Of acting with a grateful Heart; 
difmy Death you do intend, 

mbly, to your Decrees, I bend. 


Still, in this State of ceaſeleſs Pain, 
Expectations are not vain : 

e Aid of Conſtancy I call, 

bear the worſt that can befall. 


N gilded Earth we're fondly bent : 
Short Life with Little is content, 
e Tide of Blood, whoſe ſportive Race 
arg'd the Veins, and fluſh'd the Face ; 
ich wanton'd in the lively Eye, 

| ebb, and leave the Channel dry. 


d Youth will, like the Sun, retreat; 
ve backward its ſolſtitial Heat, 

ne will our latter Days expoſe 

rigid Age, and hoary Snows : 

en Love, with his ArtilP ry, flies, 
wanders for ſome nobler Prize. 


L 80 
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SONG DxXXIII. 
8 One bewilder'd in his Way, 
Revives to view the dawning Day; 
So I, when all my Torments ceaſe, 
With Rapture ſee returning Peace; 
And feel, removing from my Heart, 
Corroding Fears, and piercing Smart. 


SONG DXXIV. 
STREPHON's ſole Care is, how to join Hoy 
The lofty Elm, and tender Vine; | Atte 
Whilſt in the Vale beneath he views And 
His wand'ring Sheep, and grazing Cows. _ WTho 
Sometimes he prunes the uſeleſs Shoots, [eſe 
And grafts a Branch of better Fruits ; The, 


Or caſks the Honey's luſcious Juice 
Or ſhears his tender, ſickly Ewes. 


When Autumn's fruitful Month appears, 
He gathers with 1 4: the Pears ; 


And purple Grapes, ſo red, ſo ſweet, 
From Trees and Vines himſelf had ſet. Wh, 
Sometimes he baſks beneath the Shade, We 


Or on the Graſs ſupinely laid, 
Cloſe by ſome Brook, or limpid Spring, 
Whilſt all the wing'd Muſicians ſing. 


The Rivers murmur as they creep, 
And gently lull the Swain to ſleep.— 
Theſe Pleaſures, and theſe Sports remove T 
All Thoughts of Care, and Pains of Love. 


T 

N 

SONG DXXV. V 

| HE Traveller, in midnight Shade, T 
Slow wanders thro' the devious Glade, 


Whilſt dreary Horrors all around, 
The Progreſs of his Steps confound. 
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By his bewilder'd Foot miſled, 
dach ſudden Object proves his dread : 
e trembles at each Sound he hears, 

uud ey'ry Leaf alarms his Fears. 


SONG DXXVI. 


OME, lovely Youths, who never try'd 
The Bleflings of a charming Bride 

And you, who never yet cou'd tell 

What Pleaſures in a Bridegroom dwell ; 

Ye ſofteſt Virgins come and ſee | 

How ſweet the Joys of Wedlock be. 

Attend them to the nuptial Bed, 

And there the Roſe and Lilly ſpread. 

Tho' if we rightly Things compare, 

t ſeems unneceſſary Care, 

They, = than Roſes ſweet, and more than Lillies 


SONG DXXVII. 


W IT H Jubilee and Mirth around, * 
Let all the ambient Air reſound : 0 
Whilſt to juſt GzorGe, our glorious King, is wel 
We Wreathes of blooming Laurel bring. 


On, 


SONG DXXVIII. 


A a ſweet Bird, to reſt his weary Wings, 
Takes to a Wood, and on ſome lofty Tree, 
Ne'er dreaming of his Miſery, 

Tunes his harmonious Throat and ſings ; 

Till a remorſeleſs Wretch, whoſe Ears 
Ne'er felt the Force of Melody and Verſe, 
With an unpitying Hand deſtroys 
The feather'd Charmer's Voice. 
Thus bright Aurelia did excel ; 
So ſhe ſang, and ſo ſhe fell; 
Abruptly ſnatch'd away by haſty Death, | 
L 


Who ſtopp'd his Ears, to ſtop her Breath: 
2 For 


Vex'd, and of fierce Storms afraid, 
See the new-dreſt rural Maid, 
In her humble, lonely ſhed, 
Hide, with a fond Sigh, her Head, 


Is bright Form, his glitt'ring Rays, 

From the Summit of high Mountains; 
Then *mid Groves, and round the Fountains, 
Will the blooming Shepherdeſs, 

(Smiling ſweet, in flow'ry Dreſs,) 

Friſk and bound, and ſcud away, 

Blithe and frolic, like the Day. 


The haughty Virgin did not fear 
His certain Darts, nor ſcorn to hear 
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For much he fear d, that if he ſhould delay 
To hear her ſing, he ſhou'd for ever ſtay. 


Sweet Charmer! thou art mounted to the Skies, The C 
Where an eternal Extacy goes round : 
With what Attendance to high Heav'n ſhe flies! * 
How all the Spheres reſound ! 


See where the laurel'd Angels ſit ! 
Hark ! how the ſacred Poets ſtring 
Their golden Inſtruments, and ſing ! 

But ſhe is ſilent yet. 


When ſh+ begins ſome heav'nly Air, W 
Some Hymn ſo excellent and rare, J Fo 
*T'will ſure enhance the Bleſſings there. o my 


SONG DXXIX. 


HEN a Rain-portending Cloud 
From the Earth does Phebus ſhroud ; 


But when S again diſplays, 


| | SONG DXXX. | 
HEN Daphne o'er the Meadows fled, 
To ſave her untouch'd Maidenhead, 
And ſhun 4po/lo's Suit: 


The Mulic of his Lute, 
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: Something elſc muſt needs create 
lhe Cauſe of ſuch a cruel Hate, 
And this was her Condition : 
de lov'd the God, as he was fair, 
ind of a bright, immortal Air, 
But hated the Phyſician. 


SONG DXXXI. 


WEETEST Solace of my Mind ! 
Y Fondeſt Heart I e' er cou'd find! 
o my Paſſion ever true, 
ou I'll love, and only Yeu. 


SONG DXXXII. 


HAT cannot Love and Muſic do? 
Love ſent the Thracian Bard to the ſad 
Shades below ; 
hen, to his Lute, the Savages he drew, 
And rapid Rivers ceas'd to flow, 
Thrice, Eurydice, he cry'd ; 
Hell, thrice, Eurydice reply'd. 
Then on the ſteep, inſuperable Hill, 
The Stone of Siphus ſtood ſtill, 5 
And Muſic ſtopp'd the running Wheel. 
He ſung and play d, i 
The Stygian Pow'rs obey d, 
And, from the pale, infernal Throng, 
Strait to his Arms reſtor'd the beauteous Shade; 


So mighty was his Love! ſo wondrous was 
his Song. | 


SONG DXXXIII. 


[? EAREST Swain, in whom I'm bleſt; 
Hope of my ſoft-heaving breaſt ; 
} Love's gentle Pow'rs, I vow, 
er to adore, as now. 
L 3 The 
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Tho' Deſtiny ſhou'd ceaſeleſs try 
To practice Arts of Cruelty ; 


Yet Love and Truth will, ſure, one Day, h 
Gain, o'er Fortune, wiſh'd for Sway. 


SONG DXXXIV. 


OW feeble are my Limbs! how all 
H My hoary Hairs begin to fall ! 
{y with'ring Veins no longer beat 
With ſpringing Blood, and lively Heat, 


Periſh'd 15 all that comely Grace, 

That Bloom, which flouriſh'd in my Face ; 
And now, the ſmall remaining Meaſure 
Of Life, is ſhort without the Pleaſure. 


This Truth with Horror I relate, 
And tremble at approaching Fate. 

I know the Day will come, when J 
Muſt hear my Doom, prepare to die. 


* 


SONG DXXXV, 


AN Nature's Dreſs appear more gay, 
Than in her darling, flow'ry May ? 
Yet mult thoſe ſhort-liv'd Honours of the Field, 
- 'To Boreas their frail Beauties yield ; 
Or to the cruel Scythe become a Prey. 


Such are our Days, an empty Shade ; 
Death ſtalks behind us, -to deride 
Our noiſy Vanity and Pride, 

Which ſmil'd like Lillies, and like them decay'd. 
Nothing is ſure and permanent below ; 
Corruption reigns within us as we grow. 


SONG DXXXVI. 


EE, kind Swain, whoſe Heart is mine, 
How yon little Warbler ſtrays, 

Round the Branches of that Pine, 
Chaunting forth melodious Lays. 


Sweet! 


— Os 


6223) 


gweetly, thus, he lifts his Voice ; 
Thus, in Air, does fond rejoice, - 
"Cauſe, enraptur'd he's to ſee 
Bliſs reſtor'd with Liberty. 

My much-lov'd Treaſure, 

Taſte thy Pleaſure ; 

For thou, again, 


Haſt dropp'd thy Chain. 
SONG DXXXVII. 


In Paſſion's fond Extremes; 
ho dream of Woman's Love and Truth, 


And doat upon your Dreams, 


| ſhou'd not here your Fancy take 


From ſuch a pleaſing State; 
Vere you not ſure, at laſt, to wake, 


And find your Fault too late. 


hen learn betimes, the Love which crowns 
Our Cares, is all but Wiles ; 

Lompos'd of falſe, fantaſtic Frowns, 
And ſoft, diſſembling Smiles. 


SONG DXXXVIII. 


HEN loud, threatning Storms are over, 
Peace the ruffled Seas recover: 

When dread Lightnings ceaſe to reign, 

Twinkling Stars ſhine forth again. 

Thus, dire Griefs expell'd, my Breaſt 

Calm enjoys, and peaceful Reſt ; 

Whilſt Cupid, with his Torch, ſtands by, 

And guides me to Felicity. 


SONG DXXXIX. 


72 CE Love poſſeſs'd my feeble Heart, 
l' ve quite forſook my Lyric Art : 

No Breaſt like mine is rack'd with Pains, 
Where all the wanton Tyrant reigus. 


14 


OVERS, who waſte your Thoughts and Youth, 


Now 
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New Beauties Rill my Soul inflame, 
Some Jovely Nymph, or gentle Dame. 
But three Years ſince, Miranda's Eyes 
Did my unguarded Heart ſurprize. 


With Shame my am'rons Guilt I own ; 
How was I rally'd by the Town? 

Of all thoſe Hsurs I now repent, 

In Feaſting and in Revels ſpent. 


_. SONG DXL. 


FLY! and tell my charming Fair, 
I languiſh with Deſire : 
My Heart her Abſence cannot bear ; 
Her Preſence muſt relieve my Care, 
Or I ſhall ſoon expire, 


O fly ! and to my matchleſs Bride 
My Heart and Wiſhes bear; 

May my Fidelity long try'd, 

And Love ſincere thy al AM guide, 
And lead thee to the Fair. 


SONG DXLI. 


OW, whilſt the Heav'ns in Clouds are hid, 
And fleecy Snows infeſt the Ground ; 
Whilſt Storms grow loud on ev'ry Side, | 
And Billows roar, and Woods reſound. 


Let us improve the gloomy Hour, 
Now, whilſt our Cheeks are bright and gay; 
Whilſt Youth preſerves its blooming Flow'r, 
Let us, with Wine, drive Cares away. 


Bring forth the Caſk, which bears a Date 
With glorious GeorGE's Years, and mine: 
For better Times and Stars we wait : 
Why ſhou'd we fear, or why repiue ? 


SONG 
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SONG DXLII. 


HOW TI languiſh ! what a ſtrange 
Unruly fierce Defire! 
My Spirits feel ſome wondrous Change, 
My Heart is all on fire. 


Now, all the wiſer — 2 away 3 
In vain your Tale ye tell 

Of patient Hopes, and dull Delay, 
Love's foppiſh Part ; farewell. 


Suppoſe one Week's Delay wou'd give 
All that my Wiſhes move ; 

0! who ſo long a Time can live, 
Stretch'd on the Rack of Love? 


SONG DXLIII. 


UEEN of the Groves ! and God of Day 
Long bleſs'd, and ever to be bleſs'd ; 
O hear us, whilſt our Vows we pay, 
And celebrate the ſolemn Feaſt. 


May Sol, whoſe late and early Rays 
Are ever bright, and ever new, 

lnall the Climates he ſurveys, 
No greater State, nor Empire view. 


Juno ſupreme, protect our Dames, 

And crown their Births with lovely Sons ; 
Thee we invoke by all the Names, 

The Names thy ſacred Godhead owns, 


Give us a Race mature and ſtrong, 
And all thoſe ſacred Statutes bleſs, 

That guard the nuptial Bed from Wrong, 
And crown the State with fair Increaſe. 


Now Honour, Chaſtity and Peace, 
Virtue, and baniſh'd Faith return; 
Now Plenty broods a fair Increaſe, 


And fills with Flow'rs her fragrant Horn. 
Ls SONG 
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SONG DXLIV. 


Spoken by an Amazon, 
O HOW untruly is it ſaid, 
That we alone for Love were made ? 


That our ſole Talent is to pleaſe, 
And give the panting Lover Eaſe ? 


Vet Females can their Habits change; 
In War be fierce, in Peace be wile ; 

In Steel, thro' armed Squadrons range ; 
Subdue with Swords, no leſs than Eyes, 


SONG DXLV. 


A LL hopeleſs of Relief, 
Incapable of Reſt ; 
In vain I ftrive to vent a Grief 
That's not to be expreſs'd. 
This Rage within my Veins + 
Neo Reaſon can remove; 
Of all the Mind's moſt cruel Pains 
The ſharpeſt, ſure, is Loye. 


Yet, whilſt J languiſh ſo, 

And on thee vainly call; 

Take heed, fair Cauſe of all my Woe, 
What Fate may thee befal. 


Ungrateſul! cruel Faults 
Suit not thy gentle Sex ; 
Hereafter, how will guilty Thoughts 
Thy tender Conſcience vex. 


When welcome Death ſhall bring 
Relief to wretched me, ; 
My Soul enlarg'd, and once on wing, 
In Haſte will fly to thee, 


” TW) 


When in thy lonely Bed, 
My Ghoſt its Moan ſhall make 
With ſaddeſt Signs that I am dead, 
And dead for thy dear Sake. 


Struck with that conſcious Blow, 
Thy very Soul will ſtart; 

Pale as my Shadow thou wilt grow, 
And cold as is thy Heart. 


Too late, Remorſe will then 
Untimely Pity ſhow 

To him, who, of all mortal Men, 
Did moſt thy Value know. 


Yet, with this broken Heart, 
[ wiſh thou never be, 

Tormented with the thouſandth Part 
Of what I feel for thee. 


SONG DXLVI. 
hs ſeeking, in thy lovely Mein, 
For ſome fell Sign of Cruelty, 


But none are to be ſeen. 
Surely ſuch Rigour ne'er can be, 


(If bury'd, deeply, in the Heart,) 


Diſſembled with ſuch Art. 


SONG DXLVIL 


The Timbrel hither bring; 
The cheerful Pſaltery bring along, 
And Harp with pleaſant String. 


God has his Manſion fix'd on high, 
Above the Reach of mortal Eye; 
He, by his Wiſdom, did create, 
The vaulted Skies, ſo full of State; 
And did the ſolid Earth ordain 
To riſe above tlie watry "_ : 


REPARE the Hymn, prepare the Song; 


dince that its Chains are fo tevere, 
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He, by his all- commanding Might, | 
Did fill the new-made World with Light ; 


Then cauſe the ever-radiant Sun, 
And the pale Moon, their Courſe to run, J 


Of | 

SONG DXLVIII. Of! 

LAS! in bidding thee adieu, 8 

I feel my Heart will burſt in two: Ort 
Beyond thee, I've no other Good; Gra 
In ſhedding thine, thou ſnhed'ſt my Blood. All 


Suffer, e'er thou reſign thy Breath, 
One Kiſs, e'er firſt thou ſink in Death. 
"Twill ſooth my thrilling Pangs, if I, 
Encircl'd in thy Arms may die. 


SONG DXLIX. . 

HEN warlike Enſigns wave on high, For 

And Trumpets pierce the vaulted Sky ; . 

The frighted Peaſant ſees his Field, 15 
| 


For Corn, an iron Harveſt yield ; 
No Paſture on the Plain appears, 
And rural Joys are chang'd to Tears. 


SONG DL. 05 

HE Sword that's drawn in Virtue's Cauſe, That 

To guard our Country, and the Laws, Alt 
Friends, Parents, Children dear; Abo 
Jo guide its Edge we Heav'n invoke, In / 


Rebellion falls beneath the Stroke, 
And Joy ſucceeds to Fear. 


Millions unborn ſhall bleſs the Hand, Tow 
(Great William's) who has freed our Land. To E 


> 


SONG DLI. 
LAS! too fierce, too pungent aze 
Th' Impulfes of my Heart; 


And cauſe ſo great a Smart. 
| SONG 
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SONG DLI.. 


fl AV 14's Verſe is ſofter far 
Than the downy Feathers are 
Of fond Cupid's Wings or Arrows, 
Of his Mother's Doves or Sparrows. 


Sweet as Lovers freſheſt Kiſſes, 
Or their riper, following Bliſſes; 
Graceful, cleanly, ſmooth and round ; 
All with Venus Girdle bound. 


SONG DLIIT. 


E deareſt Eyes, which ſov'reign guide 
Th' Impulſes of my Soul; 
Ah ! let thoſe falling Tears be dry'd ; 
My Courage they controul.. 


For if thy tender Grief, in me, 
Fond Pity ſhou'd awake; 

Ah! vain wou'd prove my Conſtancy, 
To inake me Vengeance take. 


SONG DLIV. 


CY P ID I'm call'd by Gods above, 

By Men below, the Pow'r of Lowe ; 
That which in Gods and Men inſpires 
All tender Thoughts, and am'rous Fires. 
Above, when minded to be great, 

In Venus Court I keep my State; 
Venus my Mother, Queen of Love, 
Whom yet I fear no more than Fove, 


7ove often turn'd, to ſhew my Pow'r, 
To Bull or Swan, to Flame or Show'r. 
Below, when weary of the Skies, 

keep Incog. in Chloe's Eyes; 

Whence all my private Pranks I play, 
And wound a thouſand Hearts a Day: 
A thouſand ?—ay ! as many Hearts, 


As ſhe has I ooks, or I have Darts. 


SONG 
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SONG DLV. 

OW oft did'ſt thou declare to me, W 
The Heav'ns ſhou'd turn to naught; * 
The Sun ſhou'd firſt obſcured be, 
E'er thou coud'ſt change thy Thought? Con 
Ye Heav'ns, diſſolve without Delay; 8 
Sun, ſhew thy Face no more ! Sec 
Philander's Love is loſt for ay; At 
And Woe is me, therefore. Eac 
God knows, it wou'd not grieve me much, Y 
For to be ſlain for thee ; The 
But O! too near it does me touch, Loc 
That thou ſhoud'ſt murther me. * 

With that her Hand, clay-cold and pale, 

VU pon her Breaſt ſhe lays; 


And ſeeing that her Breath did fail, 
She ſighs, and then ſie ſays: 


Pbilanar /—and with that (poor Maid !) 
She ſigh'd again ſo ſore ; 


That, after that, ſhe never ſaid, 6 
Nor ſigh'd, nor ſpake no more. 8 | 
SONG DLVI. wi 

| H O' the fond Shepkerdeſs deſire 


The bluſhing Roſe to take ; 
Yet ſhe, all-trembling, will retire, 
If near ſhe finds a Snake. 


The Bird avoids thoſe Leaves with Care, 
Nor once returns again, 

Where he was caught by fraudfyl Snare, 

And thence eſcap'd with Pain. 
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SONG DLVII. 


WHILE winking Taper ſereen the Cheat, 
' And Darkneſs favours the Deceit ; 

Dirinda, in a borrow'd Prime, 

Conceals the fad Effects of Time. 


Stiff in Brocade with Brilliants bound, 
Secure ſhe takes her nightly Round ; 
At Op'ra, Drawing-Room, and Play, 
Each fighing Coxcomb owns her Sway. 


Whilft ſhe (alas!) as vainly proud, 
The Wiſh and Wonder of the Croud ; 
Looks, from her Height, with proud Diſdain, 
On the poor Slaves who drag her Chain. 


SONG DLVIIL. 


A S! dire Change! behold at Morn 
Dorinda to her Cell return ! 

Then view her penfive, ſad, alone! 
Behold her weep, and hear her Moan! 


« Ah me! nor artful White nor Red, 
Rich Dreſs, nor Brillants, nor Brocade, 
« Can from a Lover's watchful Eyes 
« The Signs of with'ring Age diſguiſe.” 


At Night, a Capid's Torch ſhe burns; 
A dying Snuff when Day returns. 


So when the Moon with borrow'd Light, 
Aſſumes the Empire of the Night ; 
Thro' the pale Gloom, in ſolemn Show, 
dhe glides, and gilds the World below. 
Her fil ver Orb, and ſtarry Train 
Th' admiring Gazer's Eye detain ; 
But, fick*ning at th' Approach of Day, 
The gilded Wonder dies away. 


SONG 
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SONG DLIX. 


| H! look on me, and ſtop the Blow; 
| Fix, fix on me thine Eye : 

ods ! will you no Pity ſhow ? 

I faint, I fall, I die. 


A Heart of Stone that ſure muſt be, 
Which can, without a Tear, 

View with relentleſs Conftancy, 
The Pangs for thee I bear. 


SONG DLX. 


MDAIREST Lydia, my Delight, 
More than Snow and Lillies White; 

Whoſe mix'd Beauties do exceed 

The damaſk Roſes, and the red ; 

And ſeem more fair, and ſmooth to be, 

Than Goddeſſes of Ivory, - 


Thy Locks, thy ſhining Locks unfold 
Brighter far than burniſh'd Gold ! 

Thy panting Breaſt (ſweet Nymph !) diſcloſe 

Where Cupid loves to take Repole ; 

Of which, I wou'd, to be poſſeſs'd, 

Give all the Treaſures of the Eaſt. 


Open thy Sun-like Eyes (my Fair !) 

For O! my Doom is written there ; 
Thence Cupid's pointed Arrows fly, 
Swift as Meteors thro the Sky; 

Whilſt, above, each Brow does ſhow, 
Like the Son of Venus Bow. 

Shew me (Nymph) the bluſhing Red, 
Which thy ſnowy Cheeks o'erſpread ; 
Thy beauteous Cheeks, which can outvye 
The moſt delicious Tyrian Dye. 


Hide, O ! hide thoſe Hills of Snow, 
Which inchant and wound me ſo; 
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Thy Beauty's Luxury is ſuch, 
] cannot I cannot touch: 


The Pleaſure is too 5 
And I'm glutted with Delight. 


O cruel, and inhuman Fair ! 

Wilt thou then regard my Care ? 

To ſee me languiſh, wilt thou ſtay ; 
Or kill me more, and haſte away ? 
Gods !--but whither art thou fly ing? 
Wilt thou leave me now I'm dying ? 
O forſake, forſake me not, 

Till I'm dead upon the Spot ! 


SONG DLXI. 


S ſweet Flow'rs return in May; 
As the Sun, with chearful Ray, 
Comes to give the World new Day. 


So, at laſt, the God of Love, 
Does congealing Fears remove; 


And our Souls bleſt Comfort prove. 


SONG DLXII. 


R LY from the threatning Vengeance, fly! 


Fer it is too late 
Avoid your Fate; 


Put not your Truſt 
In the Unjuſt, 
Who lift their Heads ſo high. 


SONG DLXIII. 


F I ſhou'd ſwear, I fondly love, 
I a a faithleſs Part; 
If I ſhou'd proudly ſay, I hate, 
I ſhou'd belye my Heart. 


The Bolt once hurl'd, you ſurely die. 


An 
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An equal State my Boſom | 
. ”'Twixt Hate and fond Defire : 


Nor yet a Pleaſure nor a Pain, 
| Your poy'rful-Charms inſpire, 


SONG DLXIV. 


HY does the God of 1/-ae! ſleep ? 
Ariſe with dreadful Sound ; 
With Clouds encircled round, 
Then ſhall the Huathen hear thy Thunders deep. She w 
The Tempeſt of thy Wrath now raiſe ; _ 


In Whirlwinds them purſue, 
Full fraught with Vengeance due, | 
Till Shame and Trouble all my Foes ſhall ſeize. 


SONG DLXV. 


| Sg Y, that her Tears effectual pre ve, 
And all my Soul to Pity move: 
Truth, ſweet as her's, ſhou'd meet the ſame. 
Let me no more be call'd unkind ; 
Let her to Peace compoſe her Mind, 


How cou'd 1 ſlight ſo pure a Flame? 

| SONG DLXVI. 
AA about che ſtarry Throne 1 

Of him, who ever rules alone; 
My heav'niy- guided Soul ſhall climb: Tha 
Of all this Earth and Groſſneſs quit, 0 
With Glory crown'd for ever fit, | Stil 
And triumph over Death and Time. 1 
Son 
SONG DLXVII. 1 


ITH my fond Wiſhes you'll comply, 
If Daphnis frown, when ſoft you ſigh. 
Call you this Kindneſs ? this an Art 
Strongly to captivate the Heart ? 


But 
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Bat (Cruel) if my Love you flight, 
And with Diſdain my Truth requite 3 
Il learn to ſhun a faithleſs Fair, | 
1nd burſt the Chains I, weeping, wear, 


SONG DLXVIII. 


IT H plaintive Notes, and am'rous Moan, . 
Thus cooes the Turtle, left alone; 


Like me, averſe to each Delight, 

She wears the tedious, widow'd Night : 
But when her abſent Mate returns, 
With double Rapture then ſhe burns. 


SONG DLXIX. 


Y Faith and Truth, (O Strephon “) prove, 
And hear the melting Voice of Love; 
With Love no Mortal can be cloy'd ; 
All Happineſs is Love enjoy'd. 


To fleeting Pleaſures make your Court; 
No Moment loſe, for Life is ſhort ; 

The preſent Now's our only Time; 
The miſſing That, is all our Crime. 


SON G DLxx. 


JT" is not Virtue, Valour, Wit, , 
Or Comelineſs of Face, * 
That Woman's Love can truly hit, 
Or in her Heart claim Place. 


Still wav'ring where her Choice to fix, 
Too oft ſhe chuſes wrong 

$0 much Self-Love does ruſe the Sex, 
They nothing elſe love long. 


SONG 
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SONG DIxxI. 


Pris: z ah ! in Pity, pierce my Heart, 
And do not, ſcornful, thus depart. 
The Heart which Love trans fix d before, 
Contented now, will ſuffer more; 
New Wounds, with Tranſport, will receive 
For him, in whom alone I live. | 
But ah! my Plaints he will not hear. 
O Pangs ! O Tortures too ſevere {! 


SONG DLXXIL 


OME, let us now reſolve, at laſt, 
To live and love in quiet ; : 
We'll fix the Knot ſo very faft, 
That Time ſhall ne'er untye it. 


The trueſt Joys they ſeldom prove 

Who free from Quarrels live; 

Tis the moſt tender Part of Love, 
Each other to forgive. 


When leaſt I ſeem'd concern'd, I took 
No Pleaſure, nor no Reſt ; 

And when I feign'd an angry Look, 
Alas ! I loy'd you beſt. 


Own but the ſame to me, you'll find 
How bleſs'd will be our Fate: 
O! to be happy, to be kind, 
Can never be too late. 


SONG DLXXIIL. 


I TH One ſo conſtant thus to part, 
| . The joy, the Treaſure of my Heart, 
If ſwift, from Life, I don't remove, 

Tis ſure a Miracle of Love. 
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Thy beauteous Image, deep impreſt, 
[Il bear, eternal, in my Breaſt ; 
That, as my Love is ever true, 1 
My Sorrows may be ceaſeleſs too. 


SONG DLXXIV, = 


HE, Morn's ſwift Wings cou'd I aſſume, 
And travel with the Sun, 
God's \wifter Hand wou'd check my Courſe, 
E'er half my Courſe were run. 


Or ſhou'd | court the Midnight Gloom, 
To ſhade me from his Sight; 5 
he unmdnight Gloom, at his Approach, 
Wou'd kindle into Light. 


Darkneſs itſelf affords no Veil, 

Nor Screen can interpoſe 

l-ainſt that Pow'r, at whoſe Command 
The Morning firſt aroſe. 


oodneſs, and Majeſty, and Pow'r, 

Thro' all his Works are ſhown ; 

rightly diſplay'd in Nature's Frame, l 
Nor famtly in my own. 


Then in the dark and ſilent Womb. 
A doubtful Form I lay; 

et then his Eye did find me out, 
And carefully ſurvey. 8 


y him, their various Place and Uſe, 
Were all my Parts aſſign'd; 

er yet thoſe Parts a Being had, 

But in his forming Mind. 


SONG DLXXV, 


O rich the Prize, ſo lovely are 
J The Roſes of thy Face; 

ſweet, ſo charming, and ſo fair 
Thing Eyes refulgent Rays ; 


To 


6038 
To leave thee, my Soul's dear Delight, 
Oppreſs'd with gloomy Care; 
O! *tis a Thought, a Pain too great, 
Too vaſt for me to bear, 


SONG DLXXVI. 
TERNAL King! is there an Hour 


To make me greatly bleſs'd ? 
When ſhall I have it in my Pow'r 
To ſuccour the Diſtreſs d t 
In vain, alas ! my Heart o'erflows 
With uſeleſs Tenderneſs ; 
Why muſt I feel Another's Woes, 
And cannot make them leſs ? F 
Yet I this Torture muſt endure ; Fe 
"Tis not reſerv'd for me, Dry t 
To eaſe the See of the Poor, Again 
And ſet the Pris'ner free. a 
| Unc 
SON G: DLXXVII. My F. 
NGRATITUDE' the worſt of Crimes, What 
For all the reſt are of her Train ; Wow 


Her ſure Attendant at all Times ; 
The great Supporters of her Reign : 
If one, Ungrateful, then you call, 
You crown him Monarch of them All. 


No Iv 

| SONG DLXXVIIL Nor 

MMORT AL Pleaſures crown the Pair, No Ce 

Who thus, by Heav'n, high-favour'd are ; (To 

Joys ever round them wait. Repoſe 

May Theſe below, like Thoſe above, On E 
Contend who moſt, and longeſt love; 

And be as ble d as great. 7 


No we: 
80 N Rich 


1 
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SONG DLXXIX. 


HE Peaſant taſtes the Sweets of Life, 
Untroubled by its Cares; 
No courtly Craft, no public Strife, 
His gentle Soul enſnares, 


But Grandeur's tinſel, noiſy Joys, 

No true Contentment give; 
Whilſt Fancy craves, Poſſeſſion cloys : 
We die, whilſt thus we live. 


SONG-DLXXX, 


FEEL a yielding Softneſs here ; 

| For thee I countleſs Perils fear. 

Dry thy ſad Tears, thy Wailings ceaſe ; 

Again reſign thy Breaſt to Peace. 

What to reſolve I do not know : 

Alas! 'tis Death to ſee thy Woe. 
Uncertain, if to $0 or ſtay, 

My Feet refuſe to ſhape their Way. 

What dire Afflictions do I prove 

How ſad a Torment *tis to love? 


SONG DLXXXI. 


28 S true my Cottage, mean and low, 
Not built for Grandeur, but for Eaſe, 

No Iv'ry Cornices can ſhow ; | 
Nor Ceilings, wrought with Gold, diſplays. 


No Cedar Beams, for Pomp and State, 
(To Nature's Names confeſs'd, unknown,) 
Repoſe their great, and precious Weight, 
On Pillars of fam'd Parian Stone. 


Not dropp'd, an accidental Heir 
To ſome old kin-leſs Miſer's Means ; 

No wealthy Vaſſal's Gifts I wear, 
Rich, purple Veſts, and ſweeping Trains, . 
ug 
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But Virtue, and a little Senſe, , 
Have ſo eſtrang'd me from the Great, 
That, Thanks to bounteous Providence 
Nor have, nor want I an Eſtate. 


SONG DLXXXIL 


* OU, whoſe Hearts at Pleaſure rove, 
Free from the dread Chains of Love, 
Truſt not to gay Capid's Wiles, 
To his Beauty, to his Smiles, 

Shou'd you truſt a fatal Hour, 
Heedleſs of the Lyrant's Pow'r, 
You'l}, with ſtreaming Tears, complain 
Of loſt Liberty in vain. 


SONG DLXXXIII. 


HE wanton Favours of the Great, 
Are like the ſcatter'd Seed when ſown 
A grateful Harveſt they create, 
Whene'er on gen'rous Acres thrown. 


But if, (as Ol too oft they fall,) 

Where uſeleſs Briars the Soil prophane ; 
Or loſt, they bear no Fruit at all ; 

Or, bearing, yield a worthleſs Grain. 


SONG DLXXXIV. 


A gliding ſoft, the gentle Rill 
Adown the verdant _ 
Trickles along, and murmurs 
Till mingled with the Deep. 
Ev'n ſo my Heart, thro' my ſad Eyes, 
In Torrents ceaſeleſs flows; 
And finding no ſweet Calm in thee, - 
Can never find Repoſe. 


here E 
ere Car 
Till L 
blivion 
ur Mer 
Is ſtil' 
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SONG DLXXXV. 


14M O N, this dearly- bought Eſtate, ( 
Too quickly muſt its Owner leave : 0 
he wealthy Miſer's laſt Retreat, ) 
And ſureſt Portion, is the. Grave, JI 


hat wou'd you more? Impartial Earth 
Wraps in her Lap, with equal Care, 

he High and Low ; nor royal Birth 
Preſerves it's poor Diſtinctions there. 


ot all Prometheus” boaſted Art 
Cou'd ever ſurly Charon ſway ; 

or Gold itſelf work on the Heart, 
To waft him back into the Day. 


et, call'd or not, the Poor he hears, 
And in his laſt and pious Strife, 

o his Aſſiſtance ſtrait repairs, 

And carries off his Load of Life. 


SONG DLXXXVI. 


HE People's Favour, and the Smiles of Pow'r, 
Are no more than the Sunſhine of an Hour ; 

here Envy, with her Snakes, aſſails, 

ere cank'ring Slander ftill prevails, 

Till Love begins to wain ; 

dlivion then envelopes All, 

ur Merits paſs'd ; and ſtrait our Fall 

I ſtild the publick Gain. 


SONG DLXXXVII. 


H A T's ſweeter than the new-blown Roſe, 
YY Or Breezes from the freſh-mown Cloſe ? 
hat's ſweeter than an April Morn, 

t May- Day's ſilver, fragrant Thorn? 
bat, than Arabia's ſpicy Grove ?— 
0 lweeter far 's the Voice of 9 2 


Hence, 
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Hence, gen'rous Lovers, ſcorn Alarm 
Away Suſpicion caſt ; | 
Beauty and Wit begin the Charm, 

But Kindneſs makes it laſt. 


SONG DLXXXVIII. And 

E HOVA4H, Lord, who from thy Mercy-Seat, N 

Does mark the Movements of this lower Wort C 

The Virtuous ſtill, at laſt, thy Bounties meet, Old A 

Whilſt, from her Pinacle, proud Vice'is hurl'd, And 

Therefore with Angels, and the heav'nly Throng, m F 

Let Man give Laud to thy tremendous Name ; * 

Thee ſeek in ev'ry Pray'r, in ev'ry Song; D 
Thy Juſtice, as thy Goodneſs, ſtill proclaim, 

The ge 

SON G DLXXXIY. . 

F ROM Day to Day, with equal Pace, By! 

Our ſliding Moments ſteal away; B 

Nor is the fleeting Moon's Increaſe, | Si 


Ought but her Progreſs to decay. 


Yet we, amus'd with airy Dreams, 
Forgetful that the Grave is near, 

- Are buſy'd oft with endleſs Schemes 

Of pleaſant Seats, and Houſes here. 


SONG DXC. | 
HE fondly-ſportive, rural Maid, That! 
Cannot greater Bliſs obtain, Ab! 
Wen her darling Lamb, which ſtray d. How f 


Bleats within the Fold again. 


Never roſe a fairer Morn; | 
Never brighter ſhone the Sky, 01 
Than on this, when I return, _ 0 
My Soul's Idol to enjoy. 
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SONG DXCI; 
O-MOR ROW, and its Cares, deſpiſe, 
4 Te preſent Moment is thine own ; 
Then ſnatch it quickly e'er it flies, 
And ſcore it up as clearly won; 
Nor ſcruple to indulge the Fire 
Of youthful Love, and gay Deſire. 


Old Age will quickly pall the Taſte 
And blunt the Edge of ſprightly Joys ; 

With dozing Sadneſs fill the Breaſt, 

And give no Reliſh but for Toys. 
Youth is alone the Time can prove 
Delights of Exerciſe, or Love. 


The gentle Talk, the ſoft Embrace, 
In ſome retir'd and duſky Shade; 
The feigning, hidden Maid to trace, 
By her own treach'rous Laugh betray'd : 
Be theſe thy Care, thy Buſineſs itill ; 
Suck Pleaſures Youth alone can feel. 


SONG DXCIIL. 


! GI VE, my Soul's divineſt Part, 
The ſweet Poſſeſſion of thy Heart: 


Let but thy Love my Bleſſing be, 
And ſafely leave each Care to me. 


Why thus, in trickling Tears, declare 
That I conſent to quit my Fair : 
Ah! no, my Soul 1s not ſo mean. 


How fond I love ſhall ſoon be ſeen. 


SONG DXCIIT, 


vx: ME underneath a myrtle Shade, 
Or by clear Springs ſupinely laid, 

In Mirth and Wine, and wanton Play, 
Loſe half the Buſineſs of the Day. 


M 2 Other 
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Others in tented Fields delight, 

And love the Horrors of a Fight ; 

The Trumpets ſound, the tern Debate, 
And all that anxious Mothers hate. 


The Hunter does his Eaſe forego, 

And lies Abroad in Froſt and Snow ; 

Forgetting ſoon his tender Wife, 
With all the ſoft Delights of Life. 


Me to ſome ſhady Field remove, 

Where Nymphs and Satyrs dance and love; 
Far diſtant from the buſy Throng ; 

There let the Muſes tune my Song. 


SONG DXCIV. 


. E rural Nymphs, ſupremely bleſs'd 
By Joys, with Innocence poſſeſs'd ; 

Whoſe han y Fate it isto prove 

A Flame which knows no Law but Love. 


Like you, I ſhou'd be happy too, 
Cou'd I, to my Soul's Idol, ſhew, 
Clearly as you, to Swains, impart 

The tender Anguiſh of your Heart. 


SONG DXCV. 


A LITTLE hence, (dear Friend) and thou, 
Muſt into other Hands reſign. 
Thy Gardens, Parks, and all that now 
Bears the pleaſing Name of Thine. 
| Thy Meads, by whoſe enamell'd Sides, 
Silver Thames ſo gently glides : 
Thy pleaſant Houſes, all muſt go, 
The Gold that's hoarded in 'em too. 


Nor matters it, what Figure here 
Thou doſt mid other Mortals bear; 

How thou wert born, or how begot, 

Impartial Death matters it not, 


(2459 
With what Titles thou doſt ſhine, 
Or who was firſt of all thy Line. 


SONG DXCVI. 


7ITH rouzing Fires the Cold deſtroy, , 
And ſet about the flowing Bowl ; 

leed ev'ry Grape to give us Joy, 

To cheriſh and exalt the Soul. 

Hereafter to the Gods reſign : 

Be Theirs the Care, Enjoyment Thine. 


SONG DXCVII. 


ONIMIA all my Muſe employs ; 

Her warbling Voice, her ſprightly Turns, 
he Fire which ſparkles in her Eyes, 
And in her faithful Boſom burns, 


{hen ſhe adorns Diana's Day, 

And all the beauteous Choirs advance, 
Vith ſweeteſt Airs, divinely gay, 

She ſhines diftinguiſh'd in the Dance. 


ot all Arabia's ſpicy Fields; , 
Can with Monimia's Breath compare; 

Nor India's ſelf a Treafure yields, 

To purchaſe one bright, lowing Hair. 


SONG DXCVIII. 


O act a fond Paſſion unknown to the Heart, 
Is pleaſing to many who practice the Art: 

ut my Soul, which was ever unable to feign, 

titeems ſuch a Taſk an ungenerous Pain. 

My Eyes and my Silence my Meaning betray, 

ind how dearly I love thee, too clearly diſplay, 
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SONG DXCIX. 

\ PERFECT [ilt this Fortune is, 

And blind, but obſtinately blind ; 

il playing Bo-poop with her Bliſs, 

To ſeize and torture poor Mankind ; 

M3. And 
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And idly whiffling, thro' the Air, 
Her empty Bubbles here and there. 


I like her, whilſt with me ſhe ſtays, 
But ſoon as Cer ſhe takes the Wing, 
Let Fools purſue her, if they pleaſe, 

Her Favours back again I fling ; 
Then take to virtuous Poverty, 
A Spouſe with whom I can live free. 


I'll never be her paſſive Slave, 
But all her Tyranny controul ; 
In conſcious Innocence be brave, 
And in my Virtue wrap my Soul, 
Secure from Taint, or cank'ring Ruſt, 
The Breath of Envy or of Luft. 


When Tempeſts toſs the raging Floods, 
I make nolamentable Pray'rs; 
Nor ſtrike a Bargain with the Gods, 
For future Vows and preſent Tears, 
To fave my Wealth from adding more 
To th' all devouring Ocean's Store. 


Amid the Storms Il! ſafely ride, 
Supported by a ſteady Mind; 
My Bark ſhall ſtem the ſetting Tide, 
And bear againſt each adverſe Wind: 
My Virtue ſhall makeall ferene, | 
Diſperſe the Storms, and calm the Main, 


| SONG DC. 
HE happy Swain, in Weeds array'd, 
And born beneath the Woodland-Shade, 
May, by the Gale of Fortune blown, 
Riſe to the Splendor of a Throne. 


Whilſt others, cloath'd in purple State ; 
And born, to their Perdition, great ; 
Frown'd on by Fate, may tumble down ; 
And, for a Sheep-Hook, change their Crown. 


SONG 
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SONG DCI.' 
EITHER can Wealth, or Pow'r, or 8 
| Of Courtiers, or of Guards the Rout ; 

r gilded Roof, or brazen Gate, 
The Troubles of the Mind keep out. 


That Man alone is happy here, 

Whoſe All will juſt himfelf maintain; 
is Sleep is not diſturb'd by Fear, 

Or broke with ſordid Thirſt of Gain. 


Then why do we, fince Life's ſo ſhort, 
Lay our Deſigns for what's to come ? 
'hy to another Air reſort, 

Forſaking this our native Home ? 


SONG Den. 


HILST for thy Sake my Heart's diſtreſt 
And flutters in my tender Brealt, 

ly tortur'd Soul no Joy can prove, 

or liſten to the Voice of Love, 


SONG Dol. 


F (Friend) thy Soul rejoice To-day, 
| Drive far To morrow's Cares away: 
In Laughter let them all -bedrown'd ; ' 
No perfect Good is to be found. 


One Mortal feels Fate's ſudden Blow ; 
Another's ling'ring Death comes ſlow ; 
And what of Life they take from thee, 
The Gods may give'to puniſh me, 


hy Portion is, a wealthy Stock, 

A tertile Glebe, a fruitful Flock ; 

Horſes and Chariots for thy Eaſe; 

lich Robes to deck, and make thee pleaſe. _ 


kor me a little Cell I chuſe, 
fit tor my Mind, fit for my . ; 
| + 


tate 


* 


Which 
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Which ſoft Content does beſt adorn, 
Shunning the Knaves and Fools I ſcorn. 


| SONG DCIV. 


OU ſigh for an Ingrate, and I 

For One, alike ungrateful, figh. 
Your Fate reſembles mine, I know, 
And cruel Love's our equal Foe. 


If I was doom'd to feel ſuch Pains ; 
If no Relief for you remains ; 
Let Conſtancy be Both our Claim, 
As our dire Sorrows are the ſame. 


SONG DCV. 


E Maſter is of Life alone, 
And happy lives, who thus can ſay 
Each Night :—*©* To-day has been my own, 
* And I have clearly liv'd To-day : 
„ Be then To-morrow ſoul or fair, 
Tis all the ſame; 'tis not my Care. 


© What's 
« Not 


ſt, has certainly been mine, 
ate itſelf can make it void; 


„Nor Pow'rs, ſhou'd all the Pow'rs combine, 


** Revoke the Good I have enjoy d: 
«« Here no Diſaſters intervene: 


What has been, ſpite of Jeve, has been. 


SONG DCVI. 


INCE —_ all around appears, 
By dying ſwift I'll end my Fears; 
For Death is now my beſt Defence ; 

Far dearcr than this ſad Suſpence. 


Life is a Torture I diſdain, 
Since Fate makes all my Wiſhes vain ; 
And will, in one dire Day, remove - 


My Hope, my Peace, my Friend, my Love. 


SONG 
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SONG DCVII. 


F9 RTUNE, who with malicious Joy, 
Does Man, her Slave, oppreſs ; 
Proud of her Office to deſtroy, 
Is ſeldom pleas'd to bleſs. 


Still various, and inconſtant ſtill, 

But with an Inclination to be ill; 
Promotes, degrades, delights in Strife, 
And makes a Lottery of Life. 


[can enjoy her while ſhe's kind, 

But when ſhe dances in the Wind; 

And ſhakes her Wings, and will not ſtay, 
puff the Proſtitute away. | 


SONG DCVIII. 


H ! *tis not I that murmur ſo ; 

It is my unrelenting Woe, 
Which ceaſeleſs rends my aching Heart; 
ind, ſwift to Madneſs, makes me ſtart. 


The Gods muſt be regardleſs, ſure, 
Of the dire Evils I endure. 
Their Thunders I invoke in vain : 
No Thunders fall to end my Pain. 


SONG DCIX: 


0 HASTE! and to be truly great, 
The Great Ones nauſeous Plenty fly; 
von from thy ſtately Houſe retreat, 

Whoſe haughty Roof invades the Sky ; 
And with a virtuous Scorn look down 
On the vain, giddy, noiſy Town. 

Nobles have often thus retir'd 
To breathe a free and purer Air; 
A Shepherd's cleanly Cell admir'd, 
And ſweetly fed on homely Fare: 
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Oft thus have ſmooth'd, and ſoften'd been, 
The fretted Brow, and burſting Spleen. 


Lo now, whilſt $o/'s enliv'ning Beams 
Play warmly on the flow'ry Mead; 
The Swain conducts to cooling Streams | 
His Flock, and ſeeks the Sy/van Shade 3 Naugh 
Silent the Brook its Borders laves, 
Nor curls one Breath of Wind, the Waves, 


Snatch at the Joys, the preſent Hour, 


The paſling Inſtant, now beſtows; the WH 
The reſt is all beyond our Pow'r, 
And, like a fickle River, flows, Or ſna 
Which now beneath its Banks ſubſides, And 
And gently to the Ocean glides. The G 
Anen with dreadful Noiſe and Roar, And 
Impetuous rolls a broken Flood ; Thy g. 
Augmented with the mouldring Shore, AV 


And Ruins of the neighb'ring Woed ; 
Then headlong ruſting, ſweeps away 
Flocks and their Folds into the Sea. the E 


SONG DCX. 


Y deareſt Charmer, now, at laſt, 

| I claſp in Love's Embraces faſt ; 
And trom the Regions.of Deſpair 

I riſe, the Bliſs of Gods to ſhare. 


A ſudden Change may Heav'n prepare; 
Hence Mortals never ſhou'd deſpair : 
The Lightning which we view, diſmay'd, 
Illumines oft the dreary Shade. 


vpring 

And 
Vith . 
Fair 
but ſoo 
And 
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The 
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That Love the moſt refulgent ſhines, 
Which Sorrow's piercing Flame refines : 
So to the Fire which fiercely glows 
Gold its molt radiant Luſtre owes, 


SONG 
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SONG DCXI, 


F all Things, -Good or Bad, 
In human Life, 
Naught is held worſe, naught better, 
Than a Wife. 


SONG DCXII. 


WHO knows if Heaven another Day 
Will add to thoſe already paſt; 
Or ſnatch us inſtantly away, | 
And make the preſent Gaſp our laſt? 


The Goods of Life then freely uſe, 
And gratify a lib'ral Mind; 
Thy greedy Heir ſhall ne'er abuſe 
A Wealth thou ne'er cat ſt leave behind, 


When once thou'ſt left thy native Earth 
To wander on the Sgygian Shore; 

The Honours of a noble Birth 

Will plead in thy Behalf no more. 


SON G DCXIIL. 


HE Winter-Storms, when Spring returns, 
To Zephyr's ſofter Whiſpers yields; 

pring's gaudy Dreſs the Summer burns, 

And loads, with rip'ning Corn, the Fields, 


Vith Apples crown'd, and yellow Sheaves, 
Fair Ceres then begins her Reign : 

but ſoon the Earth all naked leaves; 

And gloomy Winter comes again, 


ct Time thoſe daily Waſtes repairs ; 

The Stars again reſtore the Spring, 
roduce new deaſons, and new Years, 
And move in an eternal Ring. 
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But more unhappy we become 
Mere Shadows, and to Atoms fly; 
Whene'er the Fates pronounce our Doom, 
And cruel Pluto bids us die. 


SONG DCXIV. 


HRO the dull Gloom of Darkneſs toſt, 
The painted Moth, in Horrors loit, 
Forlornly flutters in the Shades, 
Soon as the dying Taper fades. 


Thus my deluded Mind appears 
Deluded in a Waſte of Fears; 
No Peace I e' er expect to gain 
No Pleaſure to appeaſe my Pain, 


SONG DCXV. 


AME LI 4, why ſo wondrous coy, 
When Youth invites to Pleaſure ? 
Think you that Love's a laſting Joy, 
Which we may taſte at leiſure. 


. Conſider better, I adviſe, 
The Queſtion 1 am ſtating: 
That Beauty fades, Occaſion flies, 
IV hilſt you're the Point debating. 
Tho' now inſenſible as fair, 
And all my Vows diſdaining ; 
You take Delight in my Deſpair, 
And mock my fond Complaining : 


When Age ſhall ſeize you, yet a Maid, 
And all thoſe lovely Treſſes, 
Where Cupid fits in Ambuſcade, 
And ſcatters countleſs Graces, 


Shall fall defenceleſs from your Head, 
And Love his Camp remove; 
Thoſe ſparkling Eyes look ſunk and dead, N 


That now ſo fatal prove: 


When 
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When that Vermillion on your Face, 
Which does the Roſe outvye, 


To deadly Paleneſs ſhall give Place, 
And loſe it's crimſon Dye. 


Then (mark me!) as the faithful Glaſs 
The diſmal Change betrays, 

You'll cry: Hu mad was J to paſs 
So ill my youthful Days! 

But ©! too late my Fault Town; 
¶ None can paſt Youth reno ; ) 


I'm ever deſlin d to bemoan 


The Toys 1 never knew. 


- SONG DCXVI. 
1 HR O' the dreary Gate of Pain, 
Pleaſu 


Spirits their Elizium gain. 
res frequently appear 
On the Con of Deſpair : 10 
With Thorns the ſweeteſt Roſes blow, 0 
And Comforts oft are mix'd with Woe. 


' SONG DCXVIL. 


N vain with wondrous Art, and mighty Care, 
You ſtrive your ruin'd Beauty to repair; 
Not brighteſt Silks one Minute can reſtore 
What Time has added to the endleſs Store, 
No precious Stones, tho' e'er ſo bright, f. 


They ſhine with their own native Light, 
Will but diſgrace thee, and inhance thy Night. 


Ah me! where's now that Mein! that Facel 

That Shape ! that Air! that ev'ry Grace 

That Colour! whoſe inchanting Red 

Me to Love's Tents a Captive led? 
Strange Turn of Fate, that ſhe har 
Who, from myſelf, ſo oft has ſtole poor me, 
Now, from herſelf, ſhou'd ſtollen be. 
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 $ONG DCXVII. 
= OON with a thouſand Raptures bleſt, No 
T'll claſp thee to my panting Breaſt ; 
There each endearing Tye renew 
By which our Love to Union grew; 
And ever will employ my Days, 
To celebrate thy Beauty's Praiſe. 


But fa 

SONG DCXIX. _ 

OW happy in his low Degree, At N 

How rich in humble Poverty is he, Forget 

ho leads a quiet, country Life, His Y 
Diſcharg'd of Buſineſs, void of Strife, 
Nor Trumpets ſummon him to War, 


Nor Dreams diſturb his morning Sleep, 
Nor knows he Merchants gainful Care, 
Nor fears he Dangers of the Deep. 


But either to the claſping Vine 
Does the ſupporting Poplar wed ; 
Or with his pruning Hook disjoin 
Unbearing Branches from their Head. 
Or in the now-declining Year 
(When bounteous Autumn rears his Head,) 
He joys to pull the ripen'd Pear, 
And cluſtring Grapes with Purple ſpread, 
Sometimes beneath an antient Oak, 
Or on the matted Graſs he lies ; 


No God of Sleep he need invoke ; 
The Stream's ſcft Murmur ſhuts his Eyes, 


The Wind that whiſtles thro' the Sprays, 


Maintains the Concert of the Song; "IT 
And hidden Birds, with native Lays, Till lik 
His peaceful, golden Slcep prolong, 9 mY 
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Amid his harmleſs, eaſy Joys, 
No anxious Care invades his Health; 


Nor Love his Peace of Mind deſtroys, 
Nor wicked Avarice of Wealth. 


SONG DCXKX. 


HE Turtle leaves his tender Care 
To wander thro' the Waſte of Air; 
But faithfully returns, tho? late, 


To comfort his deſponding Mate. 


The Tyger, prouling in the Wild, 
At Nature's Call is ſoft and mild ; 
Forgets his Nature ſtern, to prove 
His Young can wake the fondeſt Love. 


OW ſuch deſtructive Ire is paſt, 
N May Love's fond Taper blaze at laſt : 
The frowning Fates that did employ 
Their Anger to moleſt our Joy, 


Shall, fince the Storm's black Horrors ceaſe, 


become the Meſſengers of Peace, 


SONG DCXXII. 


Mas en G and languiſhing I lay, 
A Stranger grown to all Delight ; 

Faſſing with tedious Thoughts the Day, 
And with unquiet Dreams the Night. 


For your dear Sake, my only Care 
Was how my fatal Love to hide ; 

For ever drooping with Deſpair, 
Neglecting all the World beſide. 


Till like ſome Angel from above, % 
Fidelia came to my Relief ; 

O then I found the Joys of Love | 
Can make Amends for all the Grief! 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe pleaſing Hopes I now purſue, 
Might fail, if you cou'd prove unjuft ; 

But Promiſes from Heav'n and you, 
Who is ſo impious to miſtruſt ? 

Here all my Doubts and Troubles end ; 
One tender Word my Soul aſſures; 

Nor am I vain, fince I depend 

Not on my own Deſert, but yours. 


SONG DXXIII. 


O Lover cer enjoy'd the Bliſs 
Of ſweeter Conſtancy than this. 


I claſp thee to my Heart, my Dear! And \ 

My Tranſports are too great to bear ! Havi 
In both our Breaſts, quite freed from Pain, Balm 

May mutual Fondneſs ever reign. Ge 
0 3 end 

SONG DCXXIV. Fre 

O longer 2 a Looſe to Woe, Shou", 

Nor [ Delia) waſte thy Bloom in "car: : Wh 

The Gods, who all thy Virtues know, Thy 1 

Will ſoon be kinder than thy Fears, p Fa 


Mortals may oft, by Fate oppreſs'd, 
Suſtain a tedious Length of Grief ; 


But, when they leaſt may hope for Reſt, M 
They oft are neareſt to Relief. x 
In the gloomy Maze of Woe, | Mortal 
Long thou'ſt wander'd in Deſpair  - Wit 
No Redreſs thy Soul did know, Thy d 
Toſt from cruel Care to Care, a Sw 
But thy Sorrows ſoon ſhall ceaſe, | Who 
Crown d with wiſh q; ſucceeding Peace. Wh 


SONG 
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SONG DCXKXV. - 


YRTLE and Lawrel-Wreathes prepare, 
Britaznia's Sons, with grateful Care: 
And you, the Br:ti Virgins, bring 
The fragrant Treaſures of the Spring, 
To deck HIS Brow, to ſtrew HIS Way, 
Who taught fierce Rebels to obey. 


2 — 3 
— — — 


SONG DCXXVI. 


G OD of Sleep, the Mourner's Friend, 

On downy, waving Wings deſcend; 
And with thy kind Refreſhment cloſe, . 
Flavia's Eyes in ſweet Repoſe. 


Balmy Slumbers, ſoft Repoſe, 
Gent!y lull my peerleſs Fair ; 

Send your Solace to her Woes ; 
Free her from this ſad Deſpair. 


Shou'd ſhe ſtall incline to mourn, 
Whiſper thus for her Relief, 
Thy Philander will return, 
aſe thy Sighs, and heal thy Grief, 


— — — — — 


— 
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SON G DCXXVII 


8 Freedom ! lovely Gueſt ! 
Balmy Source of ſofteſt Joy! 
Mortals, by thy Aid are bleſs. 
With ſach Charms as never cloy. 


Thy dear Preſence to obtain 
(Sweetly ſoothing ev'ry Care,) 
Who wou'd dread the hoſtile Plain ? 
Who each Danger wou'd not dare? 
* 
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SONG DCXXVIN. an 
BEE Virgins ! ſpotleſs Train To his 
Great Jehovah claims your Lays; Waf 
Hail the Wonders of his Reign; 
Wake the Day-Spring with his Praiſe. 8 N * 
The rifing World Fehowab crown'd, All = 
With bright Magnificence around ; To d 
He hung the radiant Orbs on high, 
And pour'd the Sun-Beams thro the Sky; 
He lent the Flow'rs their lovely Glow, 
And breath'd the Fragrance they beſtow ; OY 
The Plains with verdant Charms array'd, WI 
And beautify'd, with Green, the Glade. Put ul 
| | . Soon P. 
SONG DCXXIX. | By fi 
My 


UNE your Harps ta cheerful Strains; 
Moulder Idols into Duſt ; | 
Great Febovab lives and reigns ; 
We in great 7ehoveh truſt. 


Praiſe the Lord with cheerful Noiſe; 

Make my Glory, wake my Lyre : 

Praiſe the Lord each mortal Voice: 
Praiſe the Lord, each heav'nly Choir. 


DO Fordan, Ferdan, ſacred Tide! 
Shall we no more behold thee glide 
The fertile Vales along; 
As in our great Forefather's Days ?— 
Shall not thy Hills reſound with Praiſe, 
And learn our holy Song ? | 


SONG DCKXX, | 

'L L proclaim the wondrous Story liphs, * 

I Of the Mercies I receive, One bli 
From the Day-Spring's dawning Glory, 

Till che fading Beam of Eve. , _ 


All 
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All the Bleſſings Heav'n is lending, 
Well demand our grateful Lays; 
o his radiant Throne aſcendin 
Wafted on the Wings of Praiſe. 


In exalted Raptures joining, 

We'll employ our happy Days ; 
All our grateful Pow'rs combining, 
To declare his endlefs Praiſe. 


SONG DCXXXI. 
OYOUS the Pilot baſks at Eaſe, 


But if tremendous Tempeſts riſe, 
Soon Paleneſs ſhews his fad Surprize. 


By ſuch dread Perils warn'd, I ne'er 
My ſecret Thoughts will free declare; 
Leave me in Liberty, ſweet Fair, 


SONG DCXXXIL 


F all Mankind, I lov'd the beſt, 
? A Nymph ſo far above the reſt, 
hat we outſhone the Bleſt above, 
In Beauty ſhe, and I in Love. 


Ind therefore, they who cou'd not bear 
0 be outdone by Mortals here, : 


When gentle Gales ſcarce move the Seas; 


\mong themſelyes have plac'd her now, . - 


And left me wretched here below. 


SONG DCXXXII. 


HE Folly, ſure, of Swains 4s great, 
T If they ſubmit to Scorn and Hate; 


lighs, Torments, and inceſſant Pain, 
One bliſsful Moment to obtain. 

My Conduct's not ſo ſtrict in Love; 
From Fa'r to Fair mid Joys I rove; 


626 
And, ſhou'd I Capid's Tortures feel, 
Soon, to the G56 T1 bid farewel. 


— 


SONG DCXXXIV. . 


HILE my Eyes are fondly ſpeaking, 
W They wich illing Anguiſh ſee, 
| Thine ſome newer Face is ſeeki | 
Careleſs of my Griefs and me. 


While my Soul's itſelf _ , 
How can yours unmindful be ? 
With your faithleſs Looks addreſſing, 
Careleſs of my Woes and me. 


O what-Torments do I ſuffer, 
While our Hearts fo ill agree? 

Grow a more obſequious Lover, 
Or no longer think of me. 


In the World I may diſcover | 
Something that may charm like thee, 
Or I'll live without a Lover; 
If not thine, I will be free. 


Hopes and Fears are too op g 
or my tender Breaſt, I fee; 
Give me back (ye Stars!) the Bleſſing 
Of my baniſh'd Liberty. 


SONG DCXXXV. 


OW ſweetly- charming wou'd it be, 
Were the human Heart but free ; 

|  Cou'd we, when ſhe whom we adore, 

q Diſdains to love us, love no more. 


Baut when Cupid boaſts his Reign, 
| We no more have Peace again. 
Lovers muſt with Patience bear 
The Scorns ef an inſulting Fair. 


(467) 


SONG Dcxxxvr. 
HILE to thy dear, lov'd Arms I preſs, 
And tremble o'er thy Breaſt ; 
I love thee to ſuch kind Exceſs, 
That I but half am bleſs'd. 


The Fear of loſing thee purſues 
My fond, —— eart; 
My preſent Happineſs I loſe, 
ith dreading once to part. 


In vain Philoſophy appears 
To reaſon me to Reſt ; 

And ſtop the guſhing Tide of Tears, 
I pour upon thy Breaſt. 


[n vain gay Youth its Flatt'ry brings 
Of Fortune and Addreſs ; 

It talks ten thouſand idle Things, 
But O!] without Succeſs. 


It tells what Lovers wait 4 Call, 
And for my Favours preſs; 

But they, alas! are taſteleſs all 
To Damor's Tenderneſs. 


The God of Verſe himſelf appears, 
And promiſes my Name, 

Shall brightly ſhine in future Years ;— 
But what is Life or Fame? 


Nor Liſe nor Fame my Boſom cheers; 
No longer they bave Charms ;— 

Ye Pow'rs ! who promiſe fmiling Years, 
Give them in Damon's Arms. 


SONG DCXXXVII. 


E T the God of Paſſion hear me, 
O 'tis Heav'n to be near thee ! 
by thy lovely Eyes I ſwear, 
e Train of Cupid; there, I 


(1262) 
I wou'd not thy Arms reſign, 
If a Monarch ſigh'd for mine. 


Thou wer't for my Wiſhes made, 

To inchant me, to perſuade: 

Whilſt I fondly gaze upon thee, K 
Whilſt my Soul Is doating on thee 3 
To my Lips it eager flies, | 

Or to my deſiring Eyes. 


In my Breaſt it will not ſtay, 

By its Maſter charm'd away. « 
If thou lik'ſt my Soul, then prithee 
Keep the Fondling ever with thee ; 
For I have no Uſe for one, 
When my dearer Soul is gone. 


SONG DCXXXVIHI. 


H O' blind with Love I well perceive 
Thy Tenderneſs decline; 
Think not my Paſſion long can live, 
Without the Warmth of thine. 


From thy dear Eyes my Flame I took, 
They taught them firſt to ſhine ; 

How does the languid Cynthia look 
Till Ph@bus makes her fine? 


Nor Heat, nor Beauty of her own ; 
She borrows all her Light ; 

And it is from thy Beams alone, 
I either love or write. 


Thy Fondneſs is the Fountain, where 

My Fondneſs firſt — : 
If thou art cold, mine ſtagnates there, 
And will no longer run. 


Wonder not, if you ſee my Eyes 
To the ſad Earth decline ; "oat 
The Strings that let them fall, or riſe, 


Nature intruſts to thing, 
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What Pity. tis my Soul ſhou'd be 
So much within thy Pow'r ; 


By Heav'ns | I for Liberty ; 
And only for an Hour, 


From Heart to Heart my Sighs ſhou'd bea t, 
Till they a Haven found, 

Where ſhipwreck'd Fondneſs might retreat, 
And ev'ry Wiſh be crown'd, 


s ONG DCXXXIR. 


OR a different Nymph prepare; 
Torture not thyſelf in vain, 
With the lmage of the Fair, 
Who has caus'd thee ſo much Pain. 


.SONG DCXL. 


STREPHON and COLIN, 


4 Paſtaral Dialogue. 


dr. AVE you not ſeen the morning Sun 
Peep over yonder Hill ? 
Then you have ſeen my Cblee's Charms, 
At beſt but painted ill. 


Cel. Have you not ſeen a Butterfly 
With Colours bright and gay ; 
Then you have ſeen a Thing leſs fine, 
Than Melly cloath'd in Grey. 


ir, The Roſe, (you'll ſay) of all the Field, 
Can boaſt the lovelieſt Hue; 
But to compare with Chi s Cheek, 
It wants the Lilly too : 


As I fat by her on the Plain, 
And talk'd the Hours away ; 

She breath'd ſo ſweet, I thought myſelf 
In Fields of new-mow'd Hay. 


— * 9 11 * 
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> 
Col, Not the ſweet Breath that breathes from Cows, 
To Ms can compare; | 
And when ſhe ſings, the liſt' ning Flocks 
Stand filent round to hear, 


She ſaid, as we were walking once, 
Along the ſhady Grove; 
There's none but Colin, Molly loves, 
And will for ever love. 
Str. Believe not (Friend !) a Woman's Word, 
Or you are much too blame; 
For t' other Night, beneath the Elms, 
She ſwore to me the ſame. 


Col. Yes, I'll believe your Chloe's Words, 
As in my Arms fhe laid: 
This Strephon is ſo dull a Clown, 
He Il think me till a Maid. 


SONG DCXLI. 


F with my Tears I cannot move 
My cruel Fair-One's Breaſt to love; 
Still my ſad Heart perhaps may find 
Some Way to melt her ſtubborn Mind. 


If ſhe, at laſt, won't Pity ſhow, | 
T've this to ſooth my piercing Woe ; 
Freely 1'1! vent my raging Hate, 
And call her Barbarous and Ingrate. 


SONG DCXLII. 
HILE Ito thy Arms am preſſing, 


W All the World is loſt to me: 
If Apollo were addreſſing. 
I wou'd turn into a Tree, 


And be cold to his careſſing, 
Fondly thus to gaze on thee. 
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no tender 2200 diſguiſing, 
Pour out ev'ry Thought to thee ; 
yry little Art deſpiſfing, 

Which with meaner Arts agree ; 
lake my Soul as it is riſing, 
Flowing in my Verſe to thee. 


by Truth I can detain thee, 

O how happy ſhall I be! 

t theſe Arms for ever chain thee, 
Never wiſhing to be free ; 

their eager Preſſings pain thee, 
Pay back all their Wrongs on me. 


SONG DCxXxLIII. 


HAPPY Reſignation, 
$ That riſes by its Fall ! 
hat ſeeks no Exaltation, 

But wins by loſing All. 


at conquers by complying, 
Triumphing in its Lot ; 

hat lives, when it is dying, 
And is, when it is not. 


SONG DCXLIV. 


AME two different Paths affords 
To her ever-ſhining Seat; 
By our Pens, and by our Swords, 
Sparkling from one Godlike Heat. 


He who can with Verſe controul 
All the Paſſions of the Mind; 
Or can raite the languid Soul, 


Shall not Fame his Temples bind ? 


N 80 NO 
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E Aan 
SON G DALY, 

OME all ye doleful, diſmal Cares, 

That ever haunted gui'ty Mind! 

In pan gs of Love when it deſp-irs, 
And all choſe Stings the Jealous find ; 

Alas! heart-breaking tho? ye be, 
Yet we'come, welcome all to me ! 


Who now have loſt, - but O! how much? To 
No Language, nothing can expreſs O 
Except my Grief; for ſhe was ſuch, | Nor 
That Praiſes wou'd but make her leſs : B 


For who can ever dare to raiſe 
His Voice to her, except to praiſe? 


Free from her Sex's ſmalleſt Faults, 
And fair as Womankind can be; 
Tender and warm as Lover's Thoughts, 
Yet cold to all the World, but me. 


— äumü4ẽ—wn — — EEE EEO en 


Of all this nothing now remains u 
| But Sighs alone, and endleſs Pains, The 
| TE Þ T 
| So NG DCXLYI, y 
WANT thy Boſom to repoſe. E 

I My beating Heart, oppreſs'd with Woes ; *. 


I want thy Voice my Soul to cheer, 


Thy Voice is Muſic to my Ear; Lov 
1 want thy dear-lov'd Hand to preſs 

My Neck, with filent Tenderneſs ; 

I want thine Eyes to make me bright, 8 
And charm this ſullen Hour of Night; | 1 
The Hour, when pallid Ghoſts appear: M 
O] cou'd it bring thy Subſtance here, 2 
I ev'ry Subſtance wou'd reſign, | 
To claſp thy aerial Breaſt to mine; The 
Or if (my Dear!) that cou'd not be, St 
I'd turn to Air, and mix with thee, * 


(SONG 
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SONG DCXLVII. 


SWALLOW chat has loſt her Mate, 
Caught in the cruel Fowler's Snare, 
Sits o'er her Neft, and moarns her Fate, 
Then flies uncertain thro” the Air: 
The daiſy'd Mead, the tufted Grove, 
She ſearches for her abſent Love. 


To cryſtal Fountains now no-more, 
Or ſunny Stream, ſhe Joyous itrays 3 
Nor baſks upon the ſandy Shore, 
But waſtes her Life in piteous Lays 3 
No other Mate ſhe can approve, 
Her Soul intent. on her firit Love. 


SONG DCXLVIII. 


OR Love the Miſer will his Gold deſpiſe, 
The Falſe grow faithful, and the Fooliſh wiſe z _ 
Cautious the Young, and complaiſant the Old, 
The Cruel gentle, and the Coward bold. 

Thou glorious Sun within our Souls, 

Whoſe Influence ſo much controuls ; 

Ev'n dull and heavy amy, of Love, 

uicken'd by thee, more lively move; 

And if their Heads but any Subſtance hold, 
Love ripens all that Droſs to pureſt Gold. 


SONG DCRLIX. 


NGRATE, who thus did'ſt light my Love, 
My Fury thou-ſhalt find; 
Me gen'rous Pity ne'er ſhall move 

For ſuch a ſavage Mind. 


Then tremble at the Tempeſt near: 
See, round thee it does riſe : 

Tis jaſt thou ſhou'dit my Vengeance fear, | 
Who cou'd my Love deſpiſe. 


N 2 SONG 


Flying Birds ſuſpend their Wings 


4 
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SONG DCL. 


7 YRS IS charms the liſt'ning Woods, 
Here he hails the murm'ring Floods, 

Which (but all in vain) eſſay 

To imitate his ſofter Lay. 


Whilit the lovely Poet fings ; 
Happy Herdlings, whom his Lyre 
Can with Tenderneſs inſpire. 


Happy Grottos, where his Mark 
Shines upon the yielding Bark ; 
They grow am'rous, whilſt they bear 
Thyrfis' tender Numbers there. 


Happy Maid, whoe'er thou art, 
Who can touch ſo ſweet a Heart ! 
Time can do thy Charms no Wrong, 


Shining ftill in Try, Song. 


Here the Echoes ſing his Name, 
And the Birds repeat his Flame: 
He informs the Flocks to bleat, 


Who lie liſt ning at his Feet, 
SONG DCLI. Strix 
O ſerve fond Cupid, ſure wou'd be _ 
A Pleaſure, not a Pain; 

If, when the Lover wou'd be free, I co 
He ſwift cou'd break his Chain. 1 
But Love upon th' Admirer ſteals, Hu 
He knows not that he's ta'n: * 
He's fix'd when he his Fetters feels, V 


And can't get clear again. 
So xe 


» 


* 


— 22 
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SONG DCLII. 


EAV'N locks Events from human 81 ht, 
And wraps them cloſe in Shades of Night ; 
_ - = reſtleſs Vow z 
The Toils, the Hopes, the Fears of Man, 
To alter or —— Span z 

Improve the very M. 


As Streams, ſo flows the Tide of Things, 
To-day clear, 22 as their Springs, 
In eaſy, gliding Rills : 
To-morrow, lo! th' inclement Skies, 
The Waters ſwell, the Floods ariſe, 
A Deluge from the Hills. 


That Man keeps Fortune in his Sight, 
Who dares to ſay, at Cloſe of Night, 
Enough, I've liv'd To-day: _. 
To-morrow let it rain or ſhine, 
To-morrow is no Day of mine, 
And who'll take this away ? 


SON G DCLIIT. 


ORTUNE, capricious of her Gift, 
Delights the wanton Scene to ſhift, 
And raiſe the low Degree ; 
Strips Grandeur. of her gay Extremes, 
Kind as the changeling, idol Dreams 
Of others, or of me. . 


I court her Favours, if they ſtay, 

But if ſhe pleaſe to fly away, 
I give her back her Toy; 

Hug cloſe my Honeſty of Soul; 

And chearfuſ, whilſt the Tempeſts roll, 
My humble Fate enjoy. 


N 3 SONG 
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S O-NG DCLIV. 
TREES! ye gentle Canopy , 
O That ſhaded once my Love and me 3 
Now bending, hear my Sorrows plain, 
Nor lift your Branches up again. 


Once, as your Leaves, my Heart was free ; 
Or, as the Winds, at Liberty ; TY 
Till Love, that ſweet Deliroyer, came, 
To blight my Hours with his fierce Flame. 


Ye tender Oſiers, as ye bend, 

And trembling, thus my Grief attend ; 
As you to one another twine, 

Say, thus the Lovers Arms did join. 


O! did ye mark his gentle Care, 
When he beheld my Boſom bare? 
What a reſpectſul Kindneſs ſhown, 
And how he warm'd it with his own ? 


Ye Trees, ye Plants, and budding Flow'rs, 
Witneſſes of our ſofter Hours, 
Go back again, refuſe to bring 
Your Sweetneſs to th' approaching Springs 


SON G DCLV. 


HEN from the Nymphs of happy Greece, 
Apelles drew a finiſh'd Piece, 

Had Ch liv'd, in whom are join'd 

The Beauties of the Face and Mind ; 

Surpriz'd to {ee her ſo complete, 

. He'd thrown his Pencil at her Feet. 


One may as well deſcribe the Sky, 
As charming Chess piercing Eye; 
Her Shape genteel, her eaſy Air, 
Her marble Skin, her flaxen Hair, 
Her coral Lips, her ſnowy Breaſt, 
Are Beauties not to be expreſt. 
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ee 
To paint the peerleſs Fair, wou'd be 

To dare Im poſſibility; 

The bright Original's a Sketc 

Too far aboye the Paet's Reach. 


% 
„ 5 N01 


SONG DCLVI. 


ESPISD, betray'd, why do I thus complain 
Why ſpeak, and to his Pride confeſs my Pain; 

Since he's ſo cruel that he will not hear, 

But, of my Plaints, regardleſs will appear. 


To be betray'd, contemn d, to die with Grief ; 


ro know one's Truca, yet not to gain Beliel, | 
Js of all Torments far the moſt ſevere, 
And what no human Mind can, patient, bear, 


SONG DCLVII. 
DIE U vain Joys which Albion yields, 
Amid the Throng, or in the Fields ; 


Pleas'd now I leave theſe meaner Charms, 
For Raptures in Lucinda's Arms. 


T ond eve va I, 3n Als Pala: w awe A . 
22 aw „ „ ww, y val Aug 


{Cupid will ſee the Debt repaid,) 


From Britiſb to the Indian Shore. 


Already Dower's lofty Plain 

deems level with the liquid Main. 

I forward look, and ſeem to ſpy 

Barbadves op'ning to my Eye. 

But ah ! fond Fancy flies too faſt, 

$carce can the Sun make too much Haſte ; 
The Sun which thrice ten Times his Race 
Muſt run, e' er we cut thro? that Space. 
O ! cou'd I in his Chariot roll, 


Which daily drives throughout the whole; 
With Joy I'd leave the Realms above, 


To be ſet down with her J love. 
„ SONG 
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SONG DCLVIN. . 


HE Traveller, who in adreary Wild, 0 ; 
Sees famiſh'd Tygers all his Paths inſeſt, From 
Shudders with Horror, finds his Senſes chill'd, And 
And thinks his Heart has left his tortur'd Breaſt, T 
Thus I, fore troubled by the baleful Sight Not 
Of the falſe Swain who has betray'd my Love, Harr 
Am fill'd with ftrange Confuſion and Affright, Dwe 

And ſcarcely feel my Heart within ge incre. Muſi 

* * - 2 5 A Vi 

| AN 

SONG DCLIX. The 


2 OV F's a Paſſion, which, by ſlow Degrees, 
Like Opium, lulls us into ſeeming Eaſe; 

Drunk with the ſtupifying Draught we lie, 

And, loſt in gay, deluding Viſions, die. 

Fantaſtic State, alas ! we bog our Chain, 

And doat upon the Authors of our Pain 

With eager Steps purſue, whene'er they fly, 

And fondly play with Darts by which we dis: 

So 4fric's ſultry Sons to Phæbus turn, 

Adore his Rays, and in adoring burn, 


SONG DCLX.' 


LION, long accuſtom'd to the Chain, 

Reſtrains all Marks of his once fierce Diſdain; 
Lic» quict, thoughtleſs of his being confin'd, 

And ſeems no more of the dire ſavage Kind. 


Yet, if his cumb'rous Shackles once he breaks 
His native Fierceneſs inſtantly awakes ; 

, The frighted Keeper ſees, with wild Surprize, 
A horrid Glare ſwift-darting from his Eyes. 


SONG 
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SONG DCLXI. 


0 RP HEUS cou'd give, (for ſuch is Muſic's Force,) 
Motion to Words, and ſtop a River's Courſe ; 

From Pkuto's Realms Eurydice recall, 

And ſweet Ampbion build the Theban Wall : 


To both ſuperior,” beauteous Phyllis charms, 
Not ſavage Beaſis, but human Hearts diſarms; 
Harmonious Sounds thrill gently from her 'Throat, 
Dwell on her Tongue, — ſweeten ev ry Note. 
Muſic with Beauty join'd; what Breaſt can bear 
A Voice ſo charming, in a Nymph ſo fair ? 
A Nymph ſo fair, what Eye behold, nor own 
The fatal Conqueſt of a Heart o'erthrown ? 


SON G DCLXIT, | 


HEN fam'd helles drew a Venus? Face, 1 
From various Nymphs he ſtole a diff*rery | 

Grace ; 1 
Nice in the grand Deſign, he cou'd not find "Yi 
A fingle Nymph in whom each Beauty join d. 
Had'ſt thou, celeſtial Myra / been but there, =_— 
Surpriz'd at one ſo exquiſitely fair, . 1 


Brighter than all the brighteſt Nymphs of Greece, = 
Tut only had he copy d, for his Piece. 


SONG DCLXIIL. 


PON a ſhady Bank repos'd, 
Amaſia am rous, young and fair, 
dighing to the Groves diiclos'd 
The Story of her Care. 


The vocal Groves give ſome Relief, 
Whilſt they her Notes return; 

The Waters murmur o'er her Grief, 
And Echo ſeems to mourn. 


Ns 
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A Swain who heard the Nymph complain ; 
In pity of the Pair, © © © 

Thus kindly ſtrove to cure her Pain, 
And eaſe her Mind of Care. 

Tis juſt that Love iſhou'd give you Reſt, 
From Love your 1 orments came; 

Take that warm Cordial to your Breaſt, 
And meet a kinder Flame. 


How wretched muſt the Woman prove, 
(Beware, fair Nymph, beware,) 
Whoſe Folly ſcorns another's Love, 
And courts her own Deſpair | 


SONG DCLXTV. 


LY from my Sight, Deceiver, fly; 
Know who thou art, and who am IL; 
Think of thy crucl Wiles, Ingrate, 

And that I'll wreak, on thee, my Hate. 


Ah me! for whom do I retain 
Unſpoited Love, and true remain? 
For one whoſe Breaſt can never move 


To Pity, and much leſs to Love, 


SONG DCLXV. 


H ATL glorious SUN I that glads our Sphere, 
Delight and Triumph of the Year ! 

Hail Feſtival, for ever bleſt, 

By the adoring, raviſh'd Eaft ! 

When Matter yet unactive lay, 

No ſooner thou infus'd{t thy Ray, 

But the dull Maſs its Pow'r obey'd, 

And an harmonious World was made;. 


W hich till, when thou withdraw'ſt thy Beams; 
An undiſtingujſb'd Chaos ſeems; 
For what are Objects without Sight? 

8 Viſion, wren involy'd in Night ? 


Night 


(275) 
Night is an univerſal Grave, 
Where Things but doubtful Being have ; 


Till them thy Beams illuminate, - . - 
And, as it were, again create. 


Hail Source of immaterial Fire, 
That, ne'er begun, can ne'er expire, 


Whoſe Orb, with ſtreamy Glories fraught, 


Dazzles the Ken of human Thought! 
What is the Sou! of Man, but Liglit 


Drawn down from thy tranſcendent Height ? 


What but an intellectual Beam? 
A Spark of thy immortal Flame? 


For as thou rul'ſt with gladſome Rays 
The greater World, fo this the leſs ; 
And like thine own diffuſive Soul 

Shoots Life and Vigour thro' the Whole, 


d. þ 
SONG DCLXVI: 


A Tyrant where it reighs : 
There Merit often has no Part, 
Whilſt he who flights, obtains. 


SONG DCLXVII. 


FL. JA, my fond, doating Heart 
From thy Image cannot part. 

Think thy jealous Love to blame ; 

Abſence but revives my Flame. 


Unimprov'd no Moment fleets, 

Still thy Form my Fancy meets : 

All I do, and all I fay, 

Shews my Faith, and proves thy Sway, 


N 6 


* 


OV E's a ſtrange Impulſe of the Heart, 


SONG 
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SONG DCLXVIII, 


1 FEEL within my aching Breaſt, 
Hope's — Broene 5 
The Waters round me are at reſt, 
And calm'd are now the Seas. 
Love ſhows the happy Port in view, 


And I, o'erjoy'd, its Courſe purſue. 


SONG DCLXIX. 


N thy Lips, with Moiſture ſtrew'd 
O my Life ! Carnations blow'd : 
Swelling, melting, breathing, ſweet ; 
. Ol thoſ: Lips I Ing to meet! 


Jo uy darling Bliſs I ſprung ; 
On thy A Libs | 1 
O'cr thy ſpreadiug Cheſt I Rray'd; 
In thy joyous Boiom play d. 
From thy Neck, where Lillies rife, 
Otten pals'd, to kiſs thine Eyes: 
From tnine Eyes again I go 


To thy Neck, where Lillies grow. 


SUD Need Ay co. 


SONG DCLXX. 


WEAKNESS ſure that Swain betrays, 
A Who truſts what faithleſs Woman ſays 
ractic'd in che deluding Art, 
Her / ongue's repugnant to her, Heart: 
She tcigns a Love where ſhe diſdains, 
And Hatred, where ſhe loves, ſhe feigns : 
To hide her nare ſhe bo rows Tears; 


And each Extreme, by Turns, appears. 


+) > > >» = TY" GO IOknt 
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SONG DCLXXI. 
ALL to Mind the furtive Hour, 
And the love · ſequeſter d Bow'r, 
Arch'd with fragrant, Orange Boughs! 
Call to mind our plighted Vows ! 


All the Spring, the Joys of May, 
Smil'd on 2 Day: 
Winds the Branches gently ſway'd; 
And the Sun. Beams, thro' the Shade, 
Glanc'd in Gleams of golden Light; 
Rob'd wer't thou in Virgin-White. 
Roſy hame thy Checks o'erſpread, 
por thy Olive fluſh'd with Red 
Bluſhes only, wak*d by Love, 

Cou'd thy Olive Bloom improve. 


SONG DñBeLXXII. 


Revives the Flame within my Heart ; 
e Poliſh of her Neck outſhines 
The Marble of fam'd Þdian Mines. 


Her girliſh Wantonneſs has Charms; 
Her troward Play the Heart alarms: 
Doating on her Face I die; 

A Face too dazling to the Eye, 


All Venus rages in my Breaſt, 

And leaves her Cyprian Groves unbleſt; 
Nor will the ſuffer me to write 

The Glories of Cu/l:den Fight, 


B. IG HT Phyllida revives the Smart; 
h 


SONG DCLXXIII, 


N his fond Heart, in vain, does Man, 

Short liv'd, a thouſand Syſtems plan; 
n vain, in mighty Perils bold, 

He ranſacks Earth and Seas for Gold; 


(277) 
Deaf to the Laws impos'd by Fate 
On human Nature, ſoon or late. 


e. 5 FT 
Alike ordain'd we are to go 
To the dark Seats of Reſt below : 
The Rich and Poor one Graye ſhall find; 
The Rich muſt leave their Pomp behind; 
The ſpacious Domes, the Lands, the Groves; 


The gay Parterres, the proud Alcoves ; 
'The V ittos, in the Skies that end; hy 
The fondling Wife, the boſom Friend. 10 
What Folly then to toil out Life, An 
Suſtain'd with Anguiſh, Pain and Strife ! Th 
Our Thoughts, in Search of Gold, employ'd, All 
Or never gain'd, or not enjoy d! Ea 
Our Spirits broke with ceaſeleſs Care: Ar 
Let vulgar Souls ſuch Evils bear. b 
4. E 1 
| SONG DCLXXIV. | = 
FP HERE jp an Hour, by Fare afign'd, | Be 
When Nature works on Beauty's Ming ; 0 
A Seaſon, luck) to erſuade ; dk. it x1 | >. 
A Moment, when the chaſteſt Maid, | T 
That feels of Love the melting Pains, R 


Yields to the Laws by which he reigns. 


Nor watchful Guards, nor Bars of Steel, 

Nor Cloyfters rais'd by papal Zeal, 
Can ward the charming Virgin's Doom, 
When once her Hour of Bliſs is come. 


| $t 
SONG DCLXXV. bc 
HE gen'rous Lion, when purſu'd 
, By cruel Hounds, with dreadful Cry, E 
geeks not the Covert of the Wood, : 


Nor will the fell Aſſailant fly: 
But boldly turns, untaught to fear, 
And rpikes on th' unequal War, 


( 79 ) 
No Arms vindictive Rage may yield, 
Can daunt the truly A ; 
Him, who has Virtue for his Shyeld, 
No Terror gan ers. 


SONG. DCLAXVI, 
STRE P HON, the Darling of the Fair, 
And Delia, ev'ry Shepherd's Care, 
To mutual Joys did Love ordain, 
And either wore the other's Chain. - 


Their Breaſts with Hahn Tumults toſt, 

All Thoughts, in Thoughts of Love, they loſt 3 
Each Hour grew fonder than before, 12 
And ev'ry Moment doated more. 


In Groves, whoſe Verdure baniſh Day, 
In Grots, where trembling Echoes P ay 5 
In Arbourets, green with frequent-Shade, 
Beneath the ſpreading Mulberry laid: 


Or on Brook-Margin's, ſtrew'd with Flow'rs} - 
They joy'd to paſs the filent Hours; l 
The filent Hours, the Brooks, the Groves, 
Recorded their unalter'd Loves, 


SONG DCLXXVII, 


Forgives a lov'd, offending Youth ; 
Still chinks his Innocence to find, 
Or hopes to ſee his alter'd Mind. 


And yet, if tir'd to ſearch in vain, 
Her melting Fondneſs ſhe reſtrain ; 
To hate, whom ſhe ſo lov'd before, 
dhe ſtrives, and ev'n to hate him more, 


HE Nymph, whoſe Heart is full of Truth 
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SONG DCLXXVII 


ET not Love on me beſtow 

Soft Diſtreſs. and render Woe ; 
I «50w none but ſubſtantial Bliſſes, 
Eager Glances, ſolid Kifles ; 
I know not what the Lovers feign 
Of finer Pleaſures mix'd with Pain, 
Then prithee give me, am'rous Boy, 
None of thy Grief, but all thy Joy. 


SONG DCLXXIX. 


! LOVELY Eyes, 
he Tear reſtrain! 
O beauteous Lips, | 
The Sigh refrain ! 


What tho' a Storm 
| Now threats the Sky, | 
Yer ceale to fear, | ili wed; 
A Calm i nigh, 


SONG DCLXXX. 


CYNDERAXGS kind and good, 
Has all my Heart and Stomach too; 
She makes me love, not hate, my Food, 
As other peeviſh Wenches do, 


When Venus leaves her Yulcan's Cell, 
Which all, but I a Coal-Hole call | 
Fly, fly, ye that above Stairs dwell, / 
Her Face is waſh'd, ye vaniſh all. 


And as ſhe's fair, ſhe can impart 
'That Beauty, to make all — fine; 
Brightens the Floor with wondrous Art, 


d, at her Touch, the Diſhes ſhine. 


* 


SONG 


* 


1 : 
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SONG Deixxxtl. 


E Minutes, bring the happy Hour, 
And Phyllis bluſhing to the Bow'r : 
Then ſhall all idle Flames be o'er, 
Nor Eyes or Heart e'er wander more 
Both ( Phyllis) ever fix'd on thee, 
For thou art all thy Sex to me. 


A guilty, is a falſe Embrace; 
Ardelia's Love a Fairy-Chace: 
Be gone, thou Meteor, fleeting Fire, 
And all that can't ſurvive Deſire. 
Pby/lis my Reaſon moves and Awe, 
And Cupid ſhot me, when he ſaw. 


. SONG DCLXXXII. 
O N yonder Bed, ſupinely laid, 8 
Behold thy lov'd, expecting Maid; 
In Tremor, Bluſhes, half in Tears, 
Much, much ſhe wiſhes ; more ſhe fears. 
Take, take her to thy faithful Arms, 
Hymen beſtows on thee, her Charms. 


Heav'n to thee bequeaths the Fair, 

= raiſe thy Joy, and lull thy Care: 
eav'n made Grief, if mutual, ceaſe 

But Joy divided, to increaſe : 

To mourn with her exceeds Delight, 

Darkneſs, with her, the Joys of Sight. 


SONG DCLXXXIII. 


IT H ſtudy'd Airs, and ic'd Smiles, 


Celia my raviſh'd Heart beguiles ; 


The Charms we make, are ours alone, 
Nature's Works are not our own. ;. 
Her ſkilful Hand gives ey'ry Grace, 
And ſhows her Fancy in her Face. 
She feeds with Art and am'rous 

Nor fears the Force of coming Age. 


SONG 
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| 
| 
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S ONG DCLXXXIV. 
HY, (ſweet ä tell me why, 
So very kind, and yet ſo ſhy 2 - [ 
by does that cold, arb ding _ 
Give Damps of Sorraw and 4 


Or why that Smil- my Soul ſu 
And kindle up wy Flame anew * | 


In vain you ſtrive with all your Art, 
By Turns to freeze and fire my Heart : 
When I behold a Face ſo fair, 

Ro Tweet a Look. ſo ſoft an Air, 


My raviſh'd Soul is charm'd all ober, 
J cannot love thee leſs, nor more. 


SONG DCLXXXV. 


HILST, in the Grove, T imandra walks, The 
And fwectly ſmiles, and fondly talks ; 
A thouſand Arrows round her fly; of 
A thouſand Swains unheeded, die. 


If when ſhe labours to he 
With her iachanting Air .- 
From ſo much Beauty, ſo much Art, 


What Mortal can ſecure his ant“ Ws 
| SONG DCLXXXVL J. = 
HEN ſoft and bright the Skies appear, is m 
W The harmleſs Shepherd Swain, 8 Stor 
Joyous, conducts his fleecy Care, | The 
To crop the verdant Plain. 
But he unwary, void of Thought, 
How ſoon the Calm may end. | 0 
May ſlight the Cloud, with Tempeſt aach. 1. 
Which ſudden will dekcend, 1 
4 ls 
SONG Win el 


— 
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SON G DCLXXXVIL. 
ENUS has leſt her bliſsful Iſles, 


And a hel gaudy Iran 
f little Lowes, ond Cares and Smiles, 
In my am'rous Breaſt to reign. 
e tender Herds, ye liſt'ning Deer, 
orget your Food, forget your Fear 3 
atchleſs Florella will be here. 


he Savages around me throng, 
Mov'd with the Paſſion of my Song, 
Ind think Fhre/Ja ſtays too long. 


SONG DCLXXXVIII. 


Ve craggy Rocks of ſteep Aſcent, 
The Road to Glory lies ; 

Ard empty Joys, or dull Conten 

The only Brave deſpiſe. | 


SONG DCLXXXTIS. 

Pq the Day of poor Man, 
That little, little Span, 

Tho' long it can't laſt, } 

or the future and palt 

Is ſpent with Remorſe and Deſpair ; 

ith a cheering, full Glaſs | 

t that of Life pats ; 

is made up of Trouble, 


| Storm, tho* a Bubble; 
There's no Bliſs but forgetting your Care 


SONG Dc. 


Go fight and ſucceed 3 
For each Drop you ſhall bleed, 


is Glory and Fame, 
in the gen'rous Dame, 
And the Conqueror's Courtſhip is beſt. 


Will increaſe the ſtrong Flame in my Bread. 


CE 


SONG 
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4 OF 7 7 At 
SONG DCXCI. 

FH AS TE, Phy/li, haſte ; while Youth invites, Th 
1 Obey kind Copid's preſent Voice ; | 
Fill ev'ry Senſe with ſoft Delights, If 
And give thy Soul a Looſe to Joys : | f 
Let Millions of repeated Kiſſes prove, Fre 
That thou all Kindneſs ar't, and I all Love. r 


Be mine, and only mine; take Care 
Thy Looks, thy Thoughts, thy Dreams to guide 
To me alone; nor come ſo far, 
As liking any Youth beſide : 
What Men e'er court thee, fly em, and believe 
They're Serpents all, and thou the tempted Ext. 


So ſhall I court thy deareſt Truth, 
When Beauty ceaſes to engage ; 
So thinking on thy charming Youth, 
P11 love it o'er again in Age: 
So Time itſelf our Raptures ſhall improve, 
While ſtil-we wake to Joy, and live to Love. 


SONG DCXCII. 
N the fickle Wheel of Fortune, 
Hope is always turning round; 
But the Heart, by Virtue ſtrengthen'd, 
Is for ever conſtant found. 


sONG DCXCIIL. 
UR Hopes, like tow'ring Falcons aim 
At Objects in an airy Height: 
The little Pleaſure of the Game 
Is, from afar, to view the Fight. 


Our anxious Pains we, all the Day, 
In ſearch, of what we like, employ 3 
Scorning at Night the worthleſs Prey, 
We find the Labour gave the Joy. 


At 
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At Diſtanee, thro? an artful Glaſs i 
To the Mind's Eye Things well appear: 

They loſe their Forms, and make a Maſs 

Confus'd and black, if brought too near, 


If we ſee right, we ſee our Woes ; 
Then what avails us to have Eyes! 
From Ignorance our Comfort flows 3 


The only Wretched are the Wile. 


| SONG DCXCIV. 


ID the 9 Nine wm 1 
Vsnvs, ſtring thy Servant's Lyre: 
8 Love ſhall be my endleſs Theme ; 
WW Pleaſure ſhall triumph over Fame: 
And when theſe Maxims I decline, 
—_ may thy Fate be mine : 
a 


I graſp at empty Praiſe, 
And loſe the ha to gain the Bays. 


SONG DCXCV. 

E E, whil'ſt thou weep'ſt, Lucinda, fee 

The World in Sympathy with thee. 
The cheerful Birds no longer ſing, 
Each drops his Head, and hangs his Wing. 
The Clouds have bent their Boſom lower, 
And ſhed their Sorrows in a Shower. 
The Brooks beyond their Limits flow, 
And louder Murmurs ſpeak their Woe. 
The Nymphs and Swains adopt thy Cares; 
They heave thy Sighs, and weep thy Tears. 
Fantaſtic Nymph ! that Grief ſhou'd move 
Thy Heart, obdurate againſt Love. 
Strange Tears! whoſe Pow'r can ſoften All 
But that dear Breaſt on which they fall, 


At 


*(236') 


Aue ; 
9 4 A 
$ON G DOXCVT, a 
- F ANSPOR'FING Joy, (, 
That nc'er will cloy, | 0 

Flirin1g om dupeule 3 O 
At once inſpire 
Each ſoft Defire, 

And teed each greedy Senſe, 1 4 
Freedom and Eaſe, | | ; 
Which fondly pleaſe, | If 

In her Deportment ſhine : | Or 
Deſpiſing Arts, 7 


She conquers Hearts, 
And wounds without Deſign. | | 


Whene'er ſhe moves, - 
Who ſees her, loves, 

So tempting is her Mien; 
And from her Eyes 
Such Lightning flies, 

As prove her Beauty's Queen. 
Vermillion true 
Of brighteſt Hue, 

Her lovely Lips diſcloſe ; 
Whilſt in their Bioom 
Her Cheeks aſſume 
The Lilly and the Roſe, 


We ev'ry Grace 
Of Shape and Face, 
In her united find; 
Whilſt Temper ſweet, 
And Wit di creet, th 
Embelliſh her bleſt Mind. 


SONG DCXCVII, L 
PHIL Ils, for thee alone I leave, 
® Whatc'er the World thinks wiſe or grade; Who 


Ambition, Buſineſs, Friendſhip, News, 
My uſetul Books, and ſerious Mule, 


9 

For thee I willingly decline __ * 4 ö i 
The Mirth of Feaſts, and Joys of Wines f 
And chuſe to fit and talk with thee, * N 
(As thy great Orders may decree) it 
Of Cocks and Bulls, of Flutes and Fiddles, - 
Of idle Tales, and fooliſh Riddles. 1 


SONG DCXCVIII. 30 
* HRICE happy Lambs ! than Shepherds hap- | 
pier far; " 1 x 
If you ſome painted Mead, ſome Riy'let ſhare, Il 
i 


On you the Skies malignant frown in vain, 
And Love innoxious wantons in your Train. 


To ſeek freſh Paſture is your Care alone, 122 40 
All Thoughts of Grandeur, and of Wealth, unknown: 
But not (as you with Graſs) the human Mind 


In Milk, and fleecy Stores, Content can find, ij 
SONG DCXKCIX. | 
AM 


AD I a Wiſh that did not bear 
The Stamp and Image of my Dear = | 
I'd pierce my Heart thro' ev'ry Vein, i 
And die to let it out again. 


No: Venus ſhall my Witngſs be 

Uf ever Venus lov'd like Me) 

That, for one Hour, I wou'd not quit 
My Shepherd's Arms, and this Retreat, 
To be the Perſian Monarch's Bride, 
Partner of all his Pow'r and Pride; 

Or rule in regal State above, 
Mother of Gods, and Wife of Jouve. 


SONG DCC. 
I LOVE, I nn, and J pine, 
Alas ! for an Ingrate, 


Who will not to my Love incline 
But O! repays with Hate. 


- 


_ Wov'd 
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Wou'd cruel Dames bid me die, 
And ev'ry Hope forego 3 


Leſs were my Grief, than thus to figh, 
And waſte my Years in Woe. F 
SONG D I. 7 
OPE of my Ape! joy of my Youth? 
Bleſt Miracle * 1302 and Truth 5 Fe 
All that cou d eder be counted mine 4, 
My Love and Life, long fince are thine, 
A real Joy I never knew, 0 
_ Till I believ'd thy Paſſion true: 
A real Grief I ne'er can find, 


Till thou prove perjur'd or unkind, 


SONG DCCII. 


M Woes, alas! my tort'ring Care, 
With ſev'ring Force my Boſom tear: 
Sweet Peace is baniſh'd from my Mind, 

J can't, one Ray of Comfort find. 


Ye Pow'rs ſupreme, what have I done, 
That thus I meet with Hate alone! 
Dire are the Ills for which I grieve ; 
Too great for me to bear, live. 


— 1] > < had 


; | SON G DCCHI. 
OOR Colin, on his Death-Bed lies ; 
His Wife is in Deſpair; 
ith frequent Sobs, and mutual Cries, 
They both expreſs their Care. 


A different Cauſe, (ſays Parſon 8119 
The ſame Effects may give: 

Poor Colin fears, that he ſhall die; 

His Wife, that he may live. 


— fond 


SONG 
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SONG DCCIV._ 


A E N was juſt ſlipt into Bed; 
Her Eye-Brows on the Toilet! 


Away the Kitten with them fle, 
As Fees belonging to her Prey. 


For this Misfortune, careleſs Jane, 
Aſſure yourſelf, was loudly rated: 


And Madam getting up again, 


With her own Hand the Mouſe-Trap bait 


On little Things, as Sages write, 
Depend our human Joy, or Sorrow : 

If we don't catch a Moule To-night, - 
Alas! no Eye-brows for To-morrow. 


SONG DCCV. 


ay: 


AM the hapleſs Swain, who trays 


Bewilder'd in ſome woody Maze, 


Whilſt Darkneſs ſpreads on ev'ry Side, 
And not a Star appears to guide, | 


Ev'n at the ſainteſt Sound I hear, 
My Colour flies; I ſtart with Fear; 
The wiſh'd for Morn is far away, 
And hopeleſs I'm of cheerful Day. 


' SONG DCCVI. 


W old may Phyllis be, 
Whoſe Beauty thus all 


H“ 


Jo anſwer is no eaſy Taſk, 
For ſhe has really two Ages. 
Stiff in Brocade, and pinch'd in Stays, 
Her Patches, Paint, and Jewels on ; 
All Day let Envy view her Face, | 


And Phyllis is but twenty-one. 


O 


_ 


afk,) 
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Paint, Patches, Jewels laid afide, 
At Night Aſtronomers 


The Ereving has the Day 
And Plyll, I is {ome 4 74 


| SONG DCCVII; 
M Y captive Heart I fain wou'd free, 
15 


And live in bliſsful Liberty; 
aithleſs Hope!) you cheat me ill, 
And ſet at Strife my better Will; 

In my fond Boſom firſt you grew, 

And are the laſt to leave it too. 


In vain from you 1 wait Relief, 
No Balm you give to tort'ring Grief ; 
Lou only Food to Anguiſh give, 
Keeping the fond Deſire alive. 


SONG DCCVIIT. 


N Search of Ro/alinda fair, 
An Eagle, now, I proudly ſoar ; 
I'll wing my Flight to ev'ry Star, 
And the dread Heights of Heav'n explore : 
But, if ſhe deck the Solar Sphere, | 
What ſhall I do Ah! periſh 8 


sONG DCCIX. r 


HO truſts a Lover, truſts in vain, 
For faithleſs is th enamour'd Swain: 
He'll weep, proteſt, and fondly ſue ; 
He'l! vow, and ſtrait abandon you: 
Practic'd at eaſe, to ſay, He dies: 
PraQtic'd in ey'ry bright Diſguiſe ; 


Not yet a conſcious Bluſn he knows, 
When (falſe) from Nymph to Nymph he does 
As tho', in Love, no Crime it were, 

To cheat the too-believing Fair. 


$ONG 


N 
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SONG DCCX. 
IRGINS, ye who, doating, bear 
All the Torments of Deſpair ; 
Ye, whom Fate has doom'd to prove 
The dread Tyranny of Love: 
Tell me; was there ever known 
Anguiſh greater than my own ? 
Tell me, if the tortur'd Mind, 
Pangs more cruel e'er cou'd find? 


But my Rival -O mayn't he 
Find the Bliſs deny'd to me: 
May the falſe, the cruel Fair, 
Meet the Vengeance I prepare, 
Ah! in this ſad Breaſt I prove - 
All the fatal Force of Love; 
Love, relentleſs and ſevere, 
Impties all his Fury here. 


* 


SONG DCCXI. 2 


INCE Love and Friendſhip both combine 
To make me Sze//a's, and ſhe, mine; 
Why does our Sun not always ſhine. 


What Clouds can hover round, our Skies? 
Or what black Storms can furious riſe, + 
Which maſt not fly before her Eyes? 
If equally the Paſſions reign, 
Why don't they make us {till refrain 
from what will give us mutual Pain? 

ge 


dure Heav'n, to interrupt our Joys, 
Thus intermixes baſe Alloys, * 


Lell The/e we ſhou'd prefer to Theſe. 


When gay ] ſeem, ſo ſhe'll appear; 
ard, when difpleas'd, oft Crop a Tear: 
Can Stella yet be infincere ? 


1 O2 D 
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Does not the dear Inchantreſs know, 
I 21! Regards in Life forego 
To her, from whom my Pleaſures flow ? 


If mutual they, we need no more; 
For who, poſſeſs'd of Eden's Store, 
If wiſe, new Regions wou'd explore ? 


Say then thou ſweet, yet cruel Fair, 
Vows, are they ſacred, or but Air? 
Shall I love on, or now deſpair ? 


SONG DCCXII. 
A L B 10 N's ever-bliſsful Shore, 


Secur'd by George, begirt by Seas, 


Fears not hoſtile Fury's Roar, 
Sweet Liberty producing Eaſe. 


Happy in her martial Youth ; 
Happy in bright Beauty's Charms : 
Guarded by ſweet Love and Truth, 
She is free from dire Alarms. 


SONG DCCXIIL. 


H O' beauteous Flavia Heav'n deprives of 


Sight 


To view thoſe Charms, which give the World Delight; 
Let not her Heart, oppreſs'd with Grief, complain ; 


Had ſhe beheld her Form, ſhe had been vain. 


One Senſe in pure Compaſſion Heay'n denies ; 
And, to ſecure her Virtue, dims her Eyes, 


SONG DCCXIV. 


\HROUD me, thou ſable Veil of Night; 
For where's the farther Uſe of Light, 


Since Myra cheers no more my Sight ? 


SAO s SCC Ho Ka 
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She's gone: — but where, Heav'n only knows! 
Lull me, kind Death, in ſoft Repoſe, 
And cloſe my Eyes: — for ever cloſe. 


She was my Health, my Hope, my Sl 
And who'll ſo poor a Being 8 . 
For nothing but to wake and weep? 


Who ſucks the Lip I lately preft ? 
Who hangs upon my Fair-One's Breaſt, 
The much-lov'd Pillow of my Reſt ? 


Who liſtens to her tuneful Tongue ? 
O there what heav'nly Muſic hung ! 
How have I bleſs'd her, as ſhe ſung ! 


Tell then, ye Winds, where'er ye blow, 
Since I'm forbid to tell her fo, 
My reſtleſs Heart will burſt with Woe, 


SONG DCCXV. 


O the ſweet, celeſtial Fair, 
Fly, my ardent Wiſhes, fly 
Gently whiſper in her Ear, 
She's the Idol of my Eye; 
Tell her, that for her 1 die. 
Say, that all I wiſh to do, 
Is to to lay my wounded Heart 
Open to the Charmer's View. 


SON G DCCXVI.-. 


EACEFUL is he, and moſt ſecure, 
Whoſe Heart, whoſe Actions all are pure, 
If red Thunder fiercely fly, 
He, quite unconcern'd will lie; 
Knows 'tis n't levell'd at his Head, 
So neither Noiſe, nor Flaſh, can dread, 


Shou'd th* unruly Ocean roar ; 
Daſh its Foam againſt the Shore; 
He finds no Tempeſt in his Mind 3 


Fears no Eillows, fears no Wind, 
a 93 


Old 


. * 
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Old Stars may fall, or new ones blaze; 89 \ 
They cannot, once, his Soul amaze, | 


1 


SONG DCCXVIL 


D AMON retiring from the Town, 
Came muſing to a lonely Grove, 
Where, in dark Shades, he laid him down, 
And, to himſelf, thus talk'd of Love, | 


Twas in the golden Age, ſaid he, 
Fam'd Cupid held a peaceful Reign 
He exercis'd no Tyranny, - 
Nor wou'd his Subjetts then complain, 


The innocent, and faithful Swain, 

Not ty'd to Rules of Birth and State, P 
With Freedom rambPd o'er the Plain, 

And, like the Turtle, choſe his Mate. 


The Nymph comply'd without Conſtraint, 


" 
ar 


Solely by her own Fancy led; 0 
And never any ſad Complaint 
Diſturb'd the bliſsful 's Bed. y 


- But O ! the golden Age is gone, 
And Capid's Laws are not the ſame, 
Love is an empty Name alone ; 
Tis Fate and Fortune play the Game. 


And muſt it thus for ever be? 
Will thoſe bleſt Days return no more ? 
Then Thoughts of Love diſturb not me; 
Tl from this Moment give you o'er. 


8 SONG DCCXVIII 


| N LY tell her that I love, | 
Leave the reſt to her and Fate: | O 
Some kind Planet from above, 2 x 
May perhaps her Pity move : 
Lovers on their Stars muſt wait. 


1 
. 


Why 


_- 
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Why, OI why Thou'd I deſpair? ? 
Mercy's pictur'd in her Eye, 


Tf ſhe once vouchſafe to _ 


Welcome Hope, and farewel 
| She's too good to let me die. 


SON G-DCCXIX. . 


EERLESS Dorinda, blame not me, 

If on your beauteous Looks I gaze; 
ow can I help it, if I ſee | 

Something ſo charming in your Face ? 


Thy Features, like a cloudleſs Sky, 
When in the Air the Sun-Beams play, 

Raviſh, at once, my dazzl'd Eye, 
And warm me with a pleaſing Ray. 


A Mien, ſo ſettled, ſo ſerene, 
And yet ſo gay and eaſy too, 

On all our Plains, I've not yet ſeen 
In any other Nymph but you, 


Yet Fate forbids me to deſign . 
The * Conqueſt of your Breaft ; 

And I had rather torture mine, 

Than rob you of one Moment's Reſt, 


SONG DCCXX. 


WEET wou'd the Lover's Service be, 
His Thraldom not a Pain; | 
Cou'd but the captive Heart be free, 
And break, at Will, its Chain, 


But tis, alas ! the Lover's Fate, 
His Danger not to know ': + 
Or only find, when tis too late, 
To By the cruel Woe, 


\ 
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SONG DCCXXT. 


HEN to the Fountain, Grove, or Mead, 
I ſoftly whiſper, ** who am I ?”— 


Alas! a fond, unhappy Swain,” 


The Fountain, Mead, and Grove reply. 


My wither'd Form, my tort'ring Pain, 
Too ſadly, who I am, declare. 

Then hear a fond, a hapleſs Swain, 
Thus breathe his laſt, his dying Pray'r. 


SONG DCCXXII. 


YE immortal Pow'rs of Love, 
Why do ye my ſweet Hopes remove 
You give me up. to certain Fate, 
And force me to be deſperate. 


Is it for this I've ſacriſic'd 

My Quiet, and the World deſpis'd ? 
To burn, to bleed, to ſigh, to groan ? 
To love, be wretched, and undone ? 


When firſt you did my Soul inſpire, 

And I approach'd your gentle Fire, 
Was [ agony forego 
My Eaſe, and a Slave to you ? 


I flew to the known Myrtle Grove, 
And there an Altar rais'd to Love: 
On which my Heart till burning lies, 
Enflam'd, at firſt, by Sze/la's Eyes, 


She ſorc'd it from my throbbing Breaſt, 
And in a Veil of Crimſon dreſt: 
Twas on the fatal Altar laid. 

By the too raſh, unthinking Maid. 


For O! I fear, ſhe did profane, © 
And take Love's awfal Name in vaing 
For which unhappy Error I, | 

By injur'd Love, am doom'd to die; 
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SONG DCCXXIII. 
HEN, God of gay Defires, r* 
With the Grace: hither fly : - | 
Hymen ! breathing am'rous Fi | | 
Come, the bliſsful Knot to tye. 


Thus my fair Aa won, 
Tender Strephon now is bleſt.— | 

Son of Venus, Bacchus Son, 
Come, in all thy Charms confeſt ! . 


SON G DCCXEIV. 


RIENDSHIP dwells with Secrecy, 
In diſcreet and faithful Hearts; 
Free from fooliſh Vanity, 
And Flattery's diſſembling Arts. 


Others may by Talk and Show, Oy Cc 
Let the World their Paſſion know; | 
Ours ſhall be unſeen, untold; | 
Safe, ſecure as hidden Gold. | 


Fond, and idle Fops believe 
Love delights in Noiſe and State ; 
But the Fools themſelves deceive ; | 
Blaſt the Joys they wou'd create. 


Two ſerene, harmonious Minds, - 2 
Which no meaner Paſſion blinds, | 
Form that peaceful, bleſt Retreat, 
Where Love's fond to fix his Scat. 


Come, enchanting Phyllis, come, 
Let's unfold each others Breaſt ; 
Let's in Miſts no longer roam, 
But make ourſelves entirely bleſt. 


Gently, with indulgent Sway, 
Make my yielding Heart obey ; 
And, if I unfaithful prove, 
May I die, and loſe your Love. 
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So pcexxv. 
O thy Beauties, Queen of May 
I wi | ceaſeleſs Homage py 3 i 
A more. true, or lovelier Maid, 
Never bleſt this flow'ry Shade. 


Each fond Wiſh, each ſoft Defire, 

— _— muſt aſpire. 8 ; 

Thy bright Charms, my darling Joy 
Sweetly al my Thoughts employ. 


My ſad Soul is all Alarms; 
Swift 'twill leave my wounded Breaſt : 
Yet, thus claſp'd in thy dear Arms, 
Pleas'd I die, and fink to Reſt. 


SONG DCCXXVI. 


STREPHON and PHYLL1S. 


A Diahgue. 


tre. L AIR Phylli, hear my humble Tale, 
And then pronounce my Deſtiny ; 
Truth and Honour can't prevail, 
Seal'd is my Doom, and I muſt die. 
But ſhou*d my Death Injuſtice prove, 
*'Twou'd ſure offend the God of Love; 
And might, on you, his Vengeance move. 
Ph. Pray, Shepherd, what have I to do 
With Strephon, or his Deftiny ? 
No, no: diſſembling Wretch, tis you 
Who now contrive to ruin me ; 
When, by a ſoft, inchanting Art, | 
You wou'd a ſecret Flame impart, 8 
To fire the Temple of my Heart, 


$tre. 


Sure. What can a hapleſs Swain contre 
Againſt the Force of matchleſs Charms? 
The = Boon I-erave's'to. live © 

la 


Or, it I die, die in your Arms: — 
nguiſh with ſuch ſtrong Deſire; a 
* 


I 
I burn with fo divine a Fire, 4 
As can't, without my Life, expire. . 
. Phy. Cou'd I your Sighs and Vows belieye, * 
I ſhou'd incline to pity ou; wy. 
But 'tis your Buſineſs to deceive, 
And not your Nature to be true. 
Be gone then, yy Youth, be gone; 
O! leave me in theſe Shades alone, | 
For ſhau'd I love, I am undone. 


Cho. But ſee what Crouds of Shepherds ſtand to hear, 
And ſeem to laugh at what we vainly fear; 
Let us, like them, wild Dreams of Ill deſpiſe, 
And bravely on, to win a noble Prize. | 


SONG DCCXXVII. 
Do the Air of Raſſerena il meſto Ciglio. 
WEETEST Charmer! Pride of Nature! 
Dry thy Tears, I am not dying. 
On thy ſnowy, Boſom lying, 
I'll there lull my Woes to 
If thou'rt conſtant, Fate ſhall never 
Me from my 2785 ſever, 
But, as Gods, we'll both be bleſt. 


SONG DCCXXVIIIL. 
NSPIR'D by Love, I dauntleſs go 
To gloomy Scenes of pining Woe ; 
And hope my long-obdurate Fate 
Will change, auſpiciouſly, its Hate; 
That I again. may ſee the Maid; | 
Feaſt on her Eyes, and kiſs her Shade, 
To the bleſt Realms of Light, 
Again I'll bring the Fair; 
Or, plung'd in endleſs Night, 
Mourn o'er her in Deſpair, 
SONG 
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SON G DCCXXIX, 


r To an Air in the Overture of Ariadne. 
7 O5 Menimia's panting Breaſt, 
Soft reclin'd, O let me reft ! 
There in Dreams, tho' now ſo coy, 
All her Beauties I'll enjoy. 
= In ſweet Pleaſure, 
Know no Meaſure; 
My bright Treaſure 
Poſſeiling whole: | 
The dear Thought tranſports my Soul. 


SONG DCCXKXX. 


LOVELY Maid! thy Form beheld, 
Above all Beauty charms our'Eyes; 
Yet ſtill within that Form conceal'd 
Thy Mind, a greater Beauty, lies, 


SONG DCCXXXI. 


To an Air in the Overture of the Amoxous Goppe: 


E L I 4, in whoſe Form we trace, 
All that. can a Virgin grace, 


Hark how Pleaſure,” blithe as Mey, 
Bids us to Vauxhall away! 8 


Verdant Viſtos, melting Sounds, 
Magic Echoes, Fairy Rounds ; 
Beauties ev'ry where ſu prize; 


Sure this Spot dropp'd from the Skies! 


